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PREFACE 
N OTHING is so likely to render offence to the bookman as 


the appearance of an abridgement of one of his favourites. 

It is a crime for which he will hear no excuse. ‘The man 
who would sedulously set himself to pick out the plums for those 
who have not the wit nor the will to search for themselves is a 
traitor to a holy cause, and the vituperation that has been heaped 
upon him from time to time would seem deserved enough. But 
the matter must be looked into a little more carefully. Let it be 
confessed that there are many pages in Boswell which one may 
well spare. The long dissertations and opinions, for instance, 
which caused Boswell to gasp at this marvellous layman who 
could teach lawyers their business—these leave us cold. We of 
to-day envy, not Johnson’s legal acumen, but his common sense. 
And even though, after all such allowances have been made, it 
has to be admitted that much that a thoughtful reader would not 
willingly lose has here been sacrificed to considerations of space, it 
must still be conceded that years are few and books are many. 
The appearance of an approximately complete Boswell is a little 
frightening when many tasks confront one, and it seems better 
that he should be read in part rather than lie neglected in whole. 
What, after all, is of prime importance is not this or that episode 
or scrap of conversation, but the spirit of common sense and can- 
dour which informs every line of the book. Johnson himself, at 
all events, was not squeamish in this matter. He was open and 
unabashed in his practice of what Sir Arthur Helps termed “ the 
divine art of skipping.” ‘“‘ No, Sir,” he replied to some one who 


had asked if he had not read a certain book through, “ do you read 
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books ¢hrough?” ‘The question is, as Johnson’s questions usually 
are, brutally pertinent: Do you? 

Who is there that can lay his hand upon his heart and say yes? 
As for the general question of the morality of abridgements, has 
not Boswell placed it on record that one of Johnson’s earliest 
literary efforts was the abridgement of the Voyage to Abyssinia 
by one Lobo, a Portuguese Jesuit? ‘This work, translated and 
judiciously cut down, the youthful writer with customary optimism 
thought “ might be a useful and profitable publication.” If, then, 
to abridge is to commit the unpardonable literary sin, one is glad 
at least to be in such company, and would crave leave to apply 
Johnson’s pious hope to the present compilation. 


| agi Da 


INTRODUCTION 
H E is but a casual reader who, from Boswell’s Life, would 


gather nothing save the impression that Johnson was a 

gruff and overbearing dictator who lorded it arrogantly 
over the other literary men of his day. It is true that what Lord 
Pembroke agreeably called “‘ his dow-wow way’ made Johnson’s 
least pronouncement seem rather like a fiat from the summit of 
Olympus. It is true also that no less a man than Burke acknow- 
ledged freely his supremacy, and that the pompous Gibbon 
muttered under his breath the comment which he would not venture 
to make audible to Johnson’s ears. When Smollett aptly desig- 
nated Johnson the “ Great Cham of Literature” he did not a little 
to fix his position in the hierarchy of English letters, and to pass on 
to succeeding generations something of that awe which made the 
literary giants of those days feel in his presence like schoolboys 
before a more than usually awe-inspiring pedagogue. 

All this is true; but it is not the whole truth. It is interesting ; 
but its significance may easily be over-estimated. An aspect of 
the truth, more important for us to observe because it is usually 
neglected, is that Johnson’s influence on English literature was 
exactly the reverse of that which he is popularly supposed to have 
exercised in the flesh. It was all on the side of urbanity, restraint, 
and discipline. It was wholly in favour of refinement and the 
graces, and would tolerate nothing that was rude or uncouth. 
Johnson was, in short, the outstanding type of the eighteenth 
century, and all that it represents in our literary history. 

We have lain so long under the shadow of the great Romantic 
revival that it is difficult for us even now to appreciate fully the 
achievements of that century, and the peculiar value of its contribu- 
tion to the common stock of our literature. ‘This may be briefly 
and conveniently expressed by saying that it was a time when the 
townsman was pre-eminent. “The town is my element,” wrote 


Johnson at the age of seventy-five, and he went on to explain that 
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the smoke of the Metropolis had delivered him from the dropsy. 
Throughout Boswell’s record he stands revealed as a consistent, 
incurable townsman, and a Londoner at that. By saying that he 
was a Londoner we do not mean that he was so merely by accident 
or convenience, but that temperamentally he was in sympathy with 
London and all that it meant. Had he, like the poet Herrick, 
been exiled for years in a Devonshire village he would have 
remained a Londoner. As it was, Fate was kind to him in this 
at least, and when temptations came he withstood them manfully. 
In 1755, when beset by money troubles, and some years before 
King George’s pension assured him of the means of subsistence, 
he refused Mr Langton’s offer of a fat living in Lincolnshire, 
largely because Lincolnshire was not London, and “ he would 
have thought himself an exile in any other place, particularly if 
residing in the country.” ‘There is nothing to be done with a 
man like that. 

Fate was even more kind to Johnson by placing him in a century 
when his predilections in this matter were understood and accept- 
able. A love of Nature, particularly in her wilder moods, was 
not, in those or in earlier days, considered a recommendation. 
Rosalind, to account for a refinement of speech so unusual in the 
depths of the forest, carefully explains that she had been taught 
by her uncle who was “an inland man.” Olivia reproaches the 
shameless Sir Toby Belch as an 


Ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne’er were preached. 


The simple life and its devotees were decidedly at a discount 
then. It is interesting to speculate on what would have happened 
if Johnson had been born in the high tide of the Romantic move- 
ment, when the Wordsworthian gospel had had time to penetrate 
into the inmost recesses of the town, so that the most hardened 
Londoners were hard put to it to defend themselves. At no time 
had Johnson to labour to make his position clear, as had Charles 
Lamb, when endeavouring to make Wordsworth understand why 
he did not choose to leave his beloved London for the desola- 
tions of Cumberland. Lamb’s letter, however, so well represents 


Johnson’s attitude and that of all townsmen that it is worth 
quoting here : 
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“ Separate from the pleasure of your company, I don’t much 
care if I never see a mountain in my life. I have passed all my 
days in London, until I have formed as many and intense local 
attachments as any of you mountaineers can have done with dead 
Nature. The lighted shops of the Strand and Fleet Street; the 
innumerable trades, tradesmen and customers, coaches, waggons, 
playhouses; all the bustle and wickedness round about Covent 
Garden; the very women of the Town; the watchmen, drunken 
scenes, rattles ; life awake, if you awake, at all hours of the night ; 
the impossibility of being dull in Fleet Street; the crowds, the 
very dirt and mud, the sun shining upon houses and pavements, 
the print-shops, the old book-stalls, parsons cheapening books, 
coffee-houses, steams of soup from kitchens, the pantomimes— 
London itself a pantomime and a masquerade. . . . Have I not 
enough without your mountains? Ido notenvy you. I should 
pity you, did I not know that the mind will make friends of any- 
thing. Your sun, and moon, and skies, and hills, and lakes, 
affect me no more, or scarcely come to me in more venerable 
characters, than as a gilded room with tapestry and tapers, where 
I might live with handsome visible objects. I consider the 
clouds above me but as a roof beautifully painted, but unable to 
satisfy the mind: and at last, like the pictures of the apartment of 
a connoisseur, unable to afford him any longer a pleasure. So 
fading upon me, from disuse, have been the beauties of Nature, as 
they have been confinedly called; so ever fresh, and green, and 
warm are all the inventions of men, and assemblies of men in this 
great city.” 

Johnson, then, like Lamb, loved fireside talk, the bustle of streets, 
friendly lights, and near prospects. He had no liking for solitary 
musings and the loneliness of breezy uplands. ‘The fellowship of 
mountains, sea, and sky never gave him the thrill which he felt 
when, with a congenial spirit, he could “‘ fold his legs and have out 
his talk.” Like that wayward girl, Joanna, who had the audacity 
to laugh at Wordsworth, Johnson was ever 

Slow to meet the sympathies of them 


Who look upon the hills with tenderness 
And make their friendships with the streams and groves. 


He was certainly one of those who think that a fine landscape is 
well enough when seen through a library window. 
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It will be clear that this distinction between townsman and 
countryman is not superficial or trifling. ‘These are basic impulses 
of our nature—the centrifugal and centripetal forces—one urging 
us to fly from the crowd, the other drawing us to seek the fellowship 
of our kind. The one produces the recluse, the other the club- 
man. And, however strongly we may find ourselves inclining 
to one extreme or the other, we are sure on occasion to feel a pull 
in the opposite direction. Even Charles Lamb once confessed 
to feeling ‘“‘ famished and face-sick,” and Johnson gladly left his 
beloved London to make an ever-memorable expedition to the 
solitudes of the Western Isles. It is good that we are not all 
alike, and it is equally good that we are not always the same. We 
should have our honest preferences, and express them with appro- 
priate candour, but we should have enough of fellow-feeling in 
us to see that there is something to be said for the other point 
of view. Addison’s beneficent work in bringing together the city 
merchant, Sir Andrew Freeport, and the country squire, Sir Roger 
de Coverley, should never be forgotten. 

The stress which has been laid upon the fact that Johnson was 
a Londoner will not seem exaggerated if it be remembered that 
it gives the key to his temperament and character. It helps us to 
a better understanding of the whole man. It serves to correct 
certain errors in the portrait which has been handed down by 
tradition. For while it is undoubtedly a great achievement thus 
to have become part and parcel of the traditional lore of the 
country, there are many disadvantages attendant upon this success, 
Accidental features are preserved and essentials neglected. We 
remember Johnson’s rolling gait, his trick of touching, his facial 
contortions, his near-sightedness, and his seamed countenance. 
We are apt to forget the kindliness which befriended a needy 
stranger, the generosity and readiness to help whenever help was 
required, the tolerant spirit of good-fellowship which put him at 
ease even with Jack Wilkes. Gray called Johnson ‘‘ Ursa Major,” 
and it must be confessed that he did so under great provocation. 
Nevertheless, it is to be borne in mind that nobody could be gentler 
or more considerate than Johnson. And all his twitchings and 
rollings, his uncouth gestures and rusty clothes—“ all these,” as 
Boswell says, ‘‘ were forgotten the moment that he began to talk.” 
In the same way his devastating power of retort has inclined us to 
forget his good-humour, and his readiness to acknowledge where 


INTRODUCTION 13 


he was in the wrong. He was too proud to ask favours of the 
great, but he was not too proud to fetch meat for Hodge the cat 
when his servant considered such an errand beneath his dignity. 
His love of London was accompanied naturally enough by a 
dislike of violent change. He cherished the familiar objects 
which surrounded him. Although the throne was occupied by one 
who was, according to his views, a usurper, yet he was whole- 
heartedly loyal. ‘The discomposing change necessary to put the 
rightful person on the throne, had it been practicable, would for 
Johnson have more than neutralized any good the restoration could 
have effected. And though there never was a braver and more 
valiant fighter against odds, the mention of the last and greatest 
change that comes to all never failed to fill the mind of the doughty 
old conservative with the most gloomy apprehensions. He made 
no attempt to hide his fears. Here was an enemy against whom 
he knew that he had no chance, and he shuddered. 

It is both ungracious and irrelevant to inquire whether the 
biographer is to be reckoned as a major or a minor prophet. To 
dub Boswell a mere ‘ hanger-on ’ is nothing less than black ingrati- 
tude. It should be sufficient for us that Johnson made him his 
friend and confidant through many years. He supplied him with 
the raw material of biography on an unusually lavish scale, and it 
is to be remembered that Boswell had the patience to gather this 
material and then the genius so to use it as to make a book which 
is the despair of succeeding adventurers in this branch of literary 
endeavour. By it we are admitted into the charmed circle. As 
he was Johnson’s friend, so are we his friends. It would be futile, 
if it were not ungrateful, to seek to magnify Johnson by belittling 
Boswell. Equally foolish is it to speculate upon the exact place in 
English literature that Johnson would occupy had there been 
no Boswell, and to hint that the Doctor’s fame is out of all pro- 
portion to his literary output. It should be sufficient for us that 
the man and the opportunity met so happily, and that as a result 
we have an imperishable masterpiece—an inexhaustible treasure- 
house of good things. 


THE LIFE OF 
SAMUEL JOHNSON LL.D. 


O write the Life of him who excelled all mankind in 

writing the lives of others, and who, whether we consider 

his extraordinary endowments, or his various works, has 
been equalled by few in any age, is an arduous, and may be reckoned 
in me a presumptuous, task. 


How a Life should be written 

Had Dr Johnson written his own Life, in conformity with the 
opinion which he has given, that every man’s life may be best 
written by himself; had he employed in the preservation of his 
own history, that clearness of narration and elegance of language 
in which he has embalmed so many eminent persons; the world 
would probably have had the most perfect example of biography 
that was ever exhibited. But although he at different times, in 
a desultory manner, committed to writing many particulars of the 
progress of his mind and fortunes, he never had persevering dili- 
gence enough to form them into a regular composition. Of these 
memorials a few have been preserved; but the greater part was 
consigned by him to the flames, a few days before his death. 

As I had the honour and happiness of enjoying his friendship 
for upwards of twenty years; as I had the scheme of writing his 
life constantly in view ; as he was well apprised of this circumstance, 
and from time to time obligingly satisfied my inquiries, by com- 
municating to me the incidents of his early years; as I acquired 
a facility in recollecting, and was very assiduous in recording, 
his conversation, of which the extraordinary vigour and vivacity 
constituted one of the first features of his character; and as | 
have spared no pains in obtaining materials concerning him, from 
every quarter where I could discover that they were to be found, 
and have been favoured with the most liberal communications by 
his friends; I flatter myself that few biographers have entered 
upon such a work as this with more advantages; independent of 
literary abilities, in which I am not vain enough to compare 
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myself with some great names who have gone before me in this 
kind of writing. 

Instead of melting down my materials into one mass, and con- 
stantly speaking in my own person, by which I might have 
appeared to have more merit in the execution of the work, I have 
resolved to adopt and enlarge upon the excellent plan of Mr 
Mason, in his Memoirs of Gray. Wherever narrative is necessary 
to explain, connect, and supply, I furnish it to the best of my 
abilities ; but in the chronological series of Johnson’s life, which 
I trace as distinctly as I can, year by year, I produce, wherever it is 
in my power, his own minutes, letters, or conversation, being con- 
vinced that this mode is more lively, and will make my readers 
better acquainted with him, than even most of those were who 
actually knew him, but could know him only partially ; whereas 
there is here an accumulation of intelligence from various points, 
by which his character is more fully understood and illustrated. 

Indeed, I cannot conceive a more perfect mode of writing any 
man’s life, than not only relating all the most important events of 
it in their order, but interweaving what he privately wrote, and 
said, and thought; by which mankind are enabled as it were to 
see him live, and to “ live o’er each scene ”’ with him, as he actually 
advanced through the several stages of his life. Had his other 
friends been as diligent and ardent as I was, he might have been 
almost entirely preserved. As it is, I will venture to say, that 
he will be seen in this work more completely than any man who 
has ever yet lived. 


The Man as he was 

And he will be seen as he really was; for I profess to write, not 
his panegyric, which must be all praise, but his Life ; which, great 
and good as he was, must not be supposed to be entirely perfect. 
To be as he was, is, indeed, subject of panegyric enough to any 
man in this state of being; but in every picture there should be 
shade as well as light, and when I delineate him without reserve, 
I do what he himself recommended, both by his precept and his 
example. 

If authority be required, let us appeal to Plutarch, the prince of 
ancient biographers. ‘‘ Nor is it always in the most distinguished 
achievements that men’s virtues or vices may be best discerned ; 
but very often an action of small note, a short saying, or a jest, 
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shall distinguish a person’s real character more than the greatest 
sieges, or the most important battles.” 

Tam fully aware of the objections which may be made to the 
minuteness on some occasions of my detail of Johnson’s conversa- 
tion, and how happily it is adapted for the petty exercise of ridicule, 
by men of superficial understanding and ludicrous fancy: but I 
remain firm and confident in my opinion, that minute particulars 
are frequently characteristic, and always amusing, when they relate 
to a distinguished man. I am therefore exceedingly unwilling that 
any thing, however slight, which my illustrious friend thought it 
worth his while to express, with any degree of point, should perish. 

Having said thus much by way of introduction, I commit the 
following pages to the candour of the public. 


Johnson’s Parentage 

SAMUEL Jounson was born at Lichfield, in Staffordshire, on the 
18th of September, N.S. 170g; and his initiation into the Chris- 
tian church was not delayed; for his baptism is recorded, in the 
register of St Mary’s parish in that city, to have been performed 
on the day of his birth: his father is there styled Gentleman, a 
circumstance of which an ignorant panegyrist has praised him 
for not being proud; when the truth is, that the appellation of 
Gentleman, though now lost in the indiscriminate assumption of 
Esquire, was commonly taken by those who could not boast of 
gentility. His father was Michael Johnson, a native of Derby- 
shire, of obscure extraction, who settled in Lichfield as a book- 
seller and stationer. His mother was Sarah Ford, descended from 
an ancient race of substantial yeomanry in Warwickshire. ‘They 
were well advanced in years when they married, and never had 
more than two children, both sons; Samuel, their first-born, who 
lived to be the illustrious character whose various excellence I am 
to endeavour to record, and Nathanael, who died in his twenty- 


fifth year. 


Early Troubles 

Young Johnson had the misfortune to be much afflicted with the 
scrofula, or king’s evil, which disfigured a countenance naturally 
well formed, and hurt his visual nerves so much, that he did not 
see at all with one of his eyes, though its appearance was little 
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different from that of the other. His mother yielding to the super- 
stitious notion, which, it is wonderful to think, prevailed so long 
in this country, as to the virtue of the regal touch ; a notion which 
our kings encouraged, and to which a man of such inquiry and such 
judgment as Carte could give credit; carried him to London, 
where he was actually touched by Queen Anne. Mrs Johnson, 
indeed, as Mr Hector informed me, acted by the advice of the 
celebrated Sir John Floyer, then a physician in Lichfield. Johnson 
used to talk of this very frankly; and Mrs Piozzi has preserved 
his very picturesque description of the scene, as it remained upon 
his fancy. Being asked if he could remember Queen Anne,— 
“ He had (he said) a confused, but somehow a sort of solemn, 
recollection of a lady in diamonds, and a long black hood.” ‘This 
touch, however, was without any effect. 


Johnson at School 

He was first taught to read English by Dame Oliver, a widow, 
who kept a school for young children in Lichfield. He told me 
she could read the black letter, and asked him to borrow for her, 
from his father, a Bible in that character. When he was going 
to Oxford, she came to take leave of him, brought him, in the 
simplicity of her kindness, a present of gingerbread, and said he 
was the best scholar she ever had. He delighted in mentioning 
this early compliment: adding, with a smile, that “ this was as 
high a proof of his merit as he could conceive.” His next instructor 
in English was a master, whom, when he spoke of him to me, he 
familiarly called Tom Brown, who, said he, “‘ published a spelling- 
book, and dedicated it to the Universe; but I fear no copy of it 
can now be had.” 

He began to learn Latin with Mr Hawkins, usher, or under- 
master, of Lichfield school, “ a man (said he), very skilful in his little 
way.” With him he continued two years, and then rose to be 
under the care of Mr Hunter, the head-master, who, according 
to his account, “* was very severe, and wrong-headedly severe. He 
used (said he) to beat us unmercifully ; and he did not distinguish 
between ignorance and negligence; for he would beat a boy 
equally for not knowing a thing, as for neglecting to knowit. He 
would ask a boy a question, and if he did not answer it, he would 
beat him, without considering whether he had an opportunity of 
knowing how to answer it. For instance, he would call up a boy 
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and ask him Latin for a candlestick, which the boy could not 
expect to be asked. Now, Sir, if a boy could answer every ques- 
tion, there would be no need of a master to teach him.” 

It is, however, but justice to the memory of Mr Hunter to 
mention, that though he might err in being too severe, the school 
of Lichfield was very respectable in his time. 

Indeed, Johnson was very sensible how much he owed to Mr 
Hunter. Mr Langton one day asked him how he had acquired 
so accurate a knowledge of Latin, in which, I believe, he was 
exceeded by no man of his time ;_he said, “‘ My master whipt me 
very well. Without that, Sir, I should have done nothing.” He 
told Mr Langton, that while Hunter was flogging his boys unmerci- 
fully, he used to say, ‘‘ And this I do to save you from the gallows.” 
Johnson, upon all occasions, expressed his approbation of enforcing 
instruction by means of the rod. ‘‘ I would rather (said he) have 
the rod to be the general terror to all, to make them learn, than 
tell a child, if you do thus, or thus, you will be more esteemed 
than your brothers or sisters. ‘The rod produces an effect which 
terminates in itself. A child is afraid of being whipped, and gets 
his task, and there’s an end on’t; whereas, by exciting emulation 
and comparisons of superiority, you lay the foundation of lasting 
mischief; you make brothers and sisters hate each other.” 


“ King of Men” 

That superiority over his fellows, which he maintained with so 
much dignity in his march through life, was not assumed from 
vanity and ostentation, but was the natural and constant effect 
of those extraordinary powers of mind, of which he could not but 
be conscious by comparison; the intellectual difference, which, 
in other cases of comparison of characters, is often a matter of 
undecided contest, being as clear in his case as the superiority of 
stature in some men above others. Johnson did not strut or stand 
on tiptoe; he only did not stoop. From his earliest years, his 
superiority was perceived and acknowledged. He was, from the 
beginning, a king of men. His schoolfellow, Mr Hector, has 
obligingly furnished me with many particulars of his boyish days ; 
and assured me that he never knew him corrected at school, but 
for talking and diverting other boys from their business. He 
seemed to learn by intuition; for though indolence and pro- 
crastination were inherent in his constitution, whenever he made an 
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exertion, he did more than any one else. In short, he is a memor- 
able instance of what has been often observed, that the boy is the 
man in miniature; and that the distinguishing characteristics of 
each individual are the same, through the whole course of life. 
His favourites used to receive very liberal assistance from him ; 
and such was the submission and deference with which he was 
treated, such the desire to obtain his regard, that three of the boys, 
of whom Mr Hector was sometimes one, used to come in the 
morning as his humble attendants, and carry him to school. One 
in the middle stooped, while he sat upon his back, and one on each 
side supported him; and thus he was borne triumphant. Such a 
proof of the early predominance of intellectual vigour is very 
remarkable, and does honour to human nature.—Talking to me 
once himself of his being much distinguished at school, he told me, 
“they never thought to raise me by comparing me to any one; 
they never said, Johnson is as good a scholar as such a one; but 
such a one is as good a scholar as Johnson ; and this was said but of 
one, but of Lowe; and I do not think he was as good a scholar.” 


A Tenacious Memory 

He discovered a great ambition to excel, which roused him to 
counteract his indolence. He was uncommonly inquisitive; and 
his memory was so tenacious, that he never forgot any thing that 
he either heard or read. Mr Hector remembers having recited to 
him eighteen verses, which, after a little pause, he repeated verbatim, 
varying only one epithet, by which he improved the line. 

He never joined with the other boys in their ordinary diversions ; 
his only amusement was in winter, when he took a pleasure in 
being drawn upon the ice by a boy barefooted, who pulled him 
along by a garter fixed round him; no very easy operation, as his 
size was remarkably large. His defective sight, indeed, pre- 
vented him from enjoying the common sports; and he once 
pleasantly remarked to me, “ how wonderfully well he had con- 
trived to be idle without them.’’ Lord Chesterfield, however, has 
justly observed in one of his letters, when earnestly cautioning a 
friend against the pernicious effects of idleness, that active sports 
are not to be reckoned idleness in young people; and that the 
listless torpor of doing nothing, alone deserves that name. Of 
this dismal inertness of disposition, Johnson had all his life too 
great a share. Mr Hector relates, that “‘ he could not oblige him 
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more than by sauntering away the hours of vacation in the fields, 
during which he was more engaged in talking to himself than to 
his companion.” 

After having resided for some time at the house of his uncle, 
Cornelius Ford, Johnson was, at the age of fifteen, removed to the 
school of Stourbridge, in Worcestershire, of which Mr Wentworth 
was then master. He thus discriminated to Dr Percy, Bishop of 
Dromore, ‘his progress at his two grammar-schools. “ At one, I 
learned much in the school, but little from the master; in the 
other, I learned much from the master, but little in the school.” 


Two Years at Home 

The two years which he spent at home, after his return from 
Stourbridge, he passed in what he thought idleness, and was 
scolded by his father for his want of steady application. He had 
no settled plan of life, nor looked forward at all, but merely lived 
from day today. Yet he read a great deal in a desultory manner, 
without any scheme of study; as chance threw books in his way, 
and inclination directed him through them. He used to mention 
one curious instance of his casual reading, when buta boy. Having 
imagined that his brother had hid some apples behind a large 
folio upon an upper shelf in his father’s shop, he climbed up to 
search for them. There were no apples; but the large folio 
proved to be Petrarch, whom he had seen mentioned, in some 
preface, as one of the restorers of learning. His curiosity having 
been thus excited, he sat down with avidity, and read a great part 
of the book. What he read during these two years, he told me, 
was not works of mere amusement, “‘ not voyages and travels, but 
all literature, Sir, all ancient writers, all manly: though but little 
Greek, only some of Anacreon and Hesiod: but in this irregular 
manner (added he) I had looked into a great many books, which 
were not commonly known at the Universities, where they seldom 
read any books but what are put into their hands by their tutors ; 
so that when I came to Oxford, Dr Adams, now master of Pem- 
broke College, told me, I was the best qualified for the University 
that he had ever known come there.” 


He goes to Oxford 
That a man in Mr Michael Johnson’s circumstances should 
think of sending his son to the expensive University of Oxford, at 
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his own charge, seems very improbable. The subject was too 
delicate to question Johnson upon; but I have been assured by Dr 
Taylor, that the scheme never would have taken place, had not a 
gentleman of Shropshire, one of his schoolfellows, spontaneously 
undertaken to support him at Oxford, in the character of his com- 
panion, though, in fact, he never received any assistance whatever 
from that gentleman. 

He, however, went to Oxford, and was entered a commoner of 
Pembroke College, on the 31st of October, 1728, being then in his 
nineteenth year. 

The Reverend Dr Adams, who afterward presided over Pem- 
broke College with universal esteem, told me he was present, and 
gave me some account of what passed on the night of Johnson’s 
arrival at Oxford. On that evening, his father, who had anxiously 
accompanied him, found means to have him introduced to Mr 
Jorden, who was to be his tutor. 

His father seemed very full of the merits of his son, and told 
the company he was a good scholar, and a poet, and wrote Latin 
verses. His figure and manner appeared strange to them; but 
he behaved modestly, and sat silent, till, upon something which 
occurred in the course of conversation, he suddenly struck in 
and quoted Macrobius; and thus he gave the first impression 
of that more extensive reading in which he had indulged him- 
sole. 

His tutor, Mr Jorden, fellow of Pembroke, was not, it seems, 
a man of such abilities as we should conceive requisite for the 
instructor of Samuel Johnson, who gave me the following account 
of him. ‘‘ He was a very worthy man, but a heavy man, and I 
did not profit much by his instructions. Indeed, I did not attend 
him much. The first day after I came to college, I waited upon 
him, and then stayed away four. On the sixth, Mr Jorden 
asked me why I had not attended. I answered, I had been 
sliding in Christ-Church meadow: and this I said with as much 
nonchalance as 1 am now talking to you. I had no notion that 
I was wrong or irreverent to my tutor.” Boswerr: That, 
Sir, was great fortitude of mind. Jounnson: No, Sir; stark 
insensibility. 

He had a love and respect for Jorden, not for his literature, 
but for his worth. ‘‘ Whenever (said he) a young man becomes 
Jorden’s pupil, he becomes his son.” 
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“Morbid Melancholy ” 

_The “morbid melancholy,” which was lurking in his con- 
stitution, and to which we may ascribe those particularities, and 
that aversion to regular life, which at a very early period marked 
his character, gathered such strength in his twentieth year, as to 
afflict him in a dreadful manner. While he was at Lichfield, in 
the college vacation of the year 1729, he felt himself overwhelmed 
with a horrible hypochondria, with perpetual irritation, fretful- 
ness, and impatience ; and with a dejection, gloom, and despair, 
which made existence misery. From this dismal malady he never 
afterward was perfectly relieved ; and all his labours, and all his 
enjoyments, were but temporary interruptions of its baleful 
influence. How wonderful, how unsearchable, are the ways of 
Gop! Johnson, who was blest with all the powers of genius and 
understanding, in a degree far above the ordinary state of human 
nature, was at the same time visited with a disorder so afilictive, 
that they who know it by dire experience will not envy his exalted 
endowments. ‘That it was, in some degree, occasioned by a defect 
in his nervous system, that inexplicable part of our frame, appears 
highly probable. He told Mr Paradise that he was sometimes 
so languid and inefficient, that he could not distinguish the hour 
upon the town-clock. 


His Religious Training 

He communicated to me the following particulars upon the 
subject of his religious progress. “I fell into an inattention to 
religion, or an indifference about it, in my ninth year. ‘The 
church at Lichfield, in which we had a seat, wanted reparation, 
so I was to go and find a seat in other churches; and having bad 
eyes, and being awkward about this, I used to go and read in the 
fields on Sunday. ‘This habit continued till my fourteenth year ; 
and still I find a great reluctance to go to church. I then became 
a sort of lax ¢a/ker against religion, for I did not much ¢Aiz’ against 
it; and this lasted till I went to Oxford, where it would not be 
suffered. When at Oxford, I took up Law’s Serious Call to a 
Holy Life, expecting to find it a dull book (as such books generally 
are), and perhaps to laugh at it. But I found Law quite an 
overmatch for me; and this was the first occasion of my thinking 
in earnest of religion, after I became capable of rational inquiry.” 

From this time forward, religion was the predominant object of 
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his thoughts; though, with the just sentiments of a conscientious 
Christian, he lamented that his practice of its duties fell far short 
of what it ought to be. 


His Reading at Oxford 

The particular course of his reading while at Oxford, and during 
the time of vacation which he passed at home, cannot be traced. 
Enough has been said of his irregular mode of study. He told 
me, that from his earliest years he loved to read poetry, but hardly 
ever read any poem to an end; that he read Shakspeare at a 
period so early, that the speech of the Ghost in Hamlet terrified 
him when he was alone; that Horace’s Odes were the com- 
positions in which he took most delight, and it was long before 
he liked his Epistles and Satires. He told me what he read 
solidly at Oxford was Greek; not the Grecian historians, but 
Homer and Euripides, and now and then a little Epigram; that 
the study of which he was the most fond, was Metaphysics, but 
he had not read much, even in that way. I always thought 
that he did himself injustice in his account of what he had read, 
and that he must have been speaking with reference to the vast 
portion of study which is possible, and to which few scholars in 
the whole history of literature have attained; for when I once 
asked him whether a person, whose name I have now forgotten, 
studied hard, he answered, “‘ No, Sir. I do not believe he studied 
hard. I never knew a man who studied hard. I conclude, 
indeed, from the effects, that some men have studied hard, as 
Bentley and Clarke.” ‘Trying him by that criterion upon which 
he formed his judgement of others, we may be absolutely certain, 
both from his writings and his conversation, that his reading was 
very extensive. Dr Adam Smith, than whom few were better 
judges on this subject, once observed to me, that “ Johnson knew 
more books than any man alive.” He had a peculiar facility 
in seizing at once what was valuable in any book, without sub- 
mitting to the labour of perusing it from beginning to end. 
He had, from the irritability of his constitution, at all times, an 
impatience and hurry when he either read or wrote. A certain 
apprehension arising from novelty, made him write his first exer- 
cise at College twice over; but he never took that trouble with 
any other composition; and we shall see that his most excellent 
works were struck off at a heat, with rapid exertion. 
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Dr Adams told me that Johnson, while he was at Pembroke 
College, “‘ was caressed and loved by all about him, was a gay 
and frolicsome fellow, and passed there the happiest part of his 
life.” But this is a striking proof of the fallacy of appearances, 
and how little any of us know of the real internal state even of 
those whom we see most frequently ; for the truth is, that he was 
then depressed by poverty, and irritated by disease. When I 
mentioned to him this account as given me by Dr Adams, he 
said, ‘‘ Ah, Sir, I was mad and violent. It was bitterness which 
they mistook for frolic. I was miserably poor, and I thought to 
fight my way by my literature and my wit; so I disregarded all 
power and all authority.” 


Pembroke College 

I do not find that he formed any close intimacies with his 
fellow-collegians. But Dr Adams told me, that he contracted a 
love and regard for Pembroke College, which he retained to the 
last. A short time before his death he sent to that College a 
present of all his works, to be deposited in their library ; and he 
had thoughts of leaving to it his house at Lichfield ;_ but his friends 
who were about him, very properly dissuaded him from it, and 
he bequeathed it to some poor relations. Being himself a poet, 
Johnson was peculiarly happy in mentioning how many of the 
sons of Pembroke were poets; adding, with a smile of sportive 
triumph, “ Sir, we are a nest of singing birds.” 


Johnson and the Shoes 

He was not, however, blind to what he thought the defects of 
his own College: and I have, from the information of Dr Taylor, 
a very strong instance of that rigid honesty which he ever in- 
flexibly preserved. ‘Taylor had obtained his father’s consent to 
be entered of Pembroke, that he might be with his school-fellow, 
Johnson, with whom, though some years older than himself, he 
was very intimate. ‘This would have been a great comfort to 
Johnson. But he fairly told Taylor that he could not, in con- 
science, suffer him to enter where he knew he could not have 
an able tutor. He then made inquiry all round the University, 
and having found that Mr Bateman, of Christ Church, was the 
tutor of highest reputation, Taylor was entered of that College. 
Mr Bateman’s lectures were so excellent, that Johnson used to 
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come and get them at second-hand from Taylor, till his poverty 
being so extreme, that his shoes were worn out, and his feet 
appeared through them, he saw that this humiliating circumstance 
was perceived by the Christ-Church men, and he came no more. 
He was too proud to accept of money, and somebody having set 
a pair of new shoes at his door, he threw them away with indig- 
nation. How must we feel, when we read such an anecdote of 
Samuel Johnson ! 


He leaves the University 

The res angusta domi prevented him from having the advantage 
of a complete academical education. ‘The friend to whom he 
had trusted for support had deceived him. His debts in College, 
though not great, were increasing; and his scanty remittances 
from Lichfield, which had all along been made with great difficulty, 
could be supplied no longer, his father having fallen into a state 
of insolvency. Compelled, therefore, by irresistible necessity, he 
left the College in autumn, 1731, without a degree, having been a 
member of it little more than three years. 

And now (I had almost said poor) Samuel Johnson returned to his 
native city, destitute, and not knowing how he should gain even a 
decent livelihood. His father’s misfortunes in trade rendered him 
unable to support his son; and for some time there appeared no 
means by which he could maintain himself. In the December 
of this year, his father died. 

‘The state of poverty in which he died, appears from a note in 
one of Johnson’s little diaries of the following year, which strongly 
displays his spirit and virtuous dignity of mind. “1732, Fuly 15. 
I laid by eleven guineas on this day, when I received twenty 
pounds, being all that I have reason to hope for out of my father’s 
effects, previous to the death of my mother; an event which I 
pray God may be very remote. I now therefore see that I must 
make my own fortune. Meanwhile I must take care that the 
powers of my mind be not debilitated by poverty, and that in- 
digence do not force me into any criminal act.” 


He turns Usher 

In the forlorn state of his circumstances, he accepted of an 
offer to be employed as usher in the school of Market-Bosworth, 
in Leicestershire, to which it appears, from one of his little 
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aaa of a diary, that he went on foot, on the 16th of 
uly. 

This employment was very irksome to him in every respect, 
and he complained grievously of it in his letters to his friend, 
Mr Hector, who was now settled as a surgeon at Birmingham. 
The letters are lost; but Mr Hector recollects his writing “‘ that 
the poet had described the dull sameness of his existence in these 
words, Vitam continet una dies (one day contains the whole of my 
life ;) that it was unvaried as the note of the cuckoo; and that 
he did not know whether it was more disagreeable for him to 
teach, or the boys to learn, the grammar rules.” His general 
aversion to this painful drudgery was greatly enhanced by a dis- 
agreement between him and Sir Wolstan Dixie, the patron of 
the school, in whose house, I have been told, he officiated as a 
kind of domestic chaplain, so far, at least, as to say grace at table, 
but was treated with what he represented as intolerable harshness ; 
and, after suffering for a few months such complicated misery, 
he relinquished a situation which all his life afterward he re- 
collected with the strongest aversion, and even a degree of horror. 
But it is probable that at this period, whatever uneasiness he may 
have endured, he laid the foundation of much future eminence 
by application to his studies. 


At Birmingham 

Being now again totally unoccupied, he was invited by Mr 
Hector to pass some time with him at Birmingham, as his guest, 
at the house of Mr Warren, with whom Mr Hector lodged and 
boarded. Mr Warren was the first established bookseller in 
Birmingham, and was very attentive to Johnson, whom he soon 
found could be of much service to him in his trade, by his know- 
ledge of literature ; and he even obtained the assistance of his pen 
in furnishing some numbers of a periodical Essay printed in the 
newspaper, of which Warren was proprietor. After very diligent 
inquiry, I have not been able to recover those early specimens 
of that particular mode of writing by which Johnson afterward 
so greatly distinguished himself. 

He continued to live as Mr Hector’s guest for about six months, 
and then hired lodgings in another part of the town, finding 
himself as well situated at Birmingham as he supposed he could 
be any where, while he had no settled plan of life, and very scanty 
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means of subsistence. He made some valuable acquaintances 
there, amongst whom were Mr Porter, a mercer, whose widow 
he afterward married, and Mr Taylor, who, by his ingenuity in 
mechanical inventions, and his success in trade, acquired an im- 
mense fortune. But the comfort of being near Mr Hector, his old 
schoolfellow and intimate friend, was Johnson’s chief inducement 
to continue here. 


Early Literary Efforts 


In what manner he employed his pen at this period, or whether 
he derived from it any pecuniary advantage, I have not been 
able to ascertain. He probably got a little money from Mr 
Warren; and we are certain, that he executed here one piece of 
literary labour, of which Mr Hector has favoured me with a 
minute account. Having mentioned that he had read at Pembroke 
College a Voyage to Abyssinia, by Lobo, a Portuguese Jesuit, and 
that he thought an abridgement and translation of it from the 
French into English might be a useful and profitable publication, 
Mr Warren and Mr Hector joined in urging him to undertake 
it. He accordingly agreed; and the book not being to be found 
in Birmingham, he borrowed it of Pembroke College. A part 
of the work being very soon done, one Osborn, who was Mr 
Warren’s printer, was set to work with what was ready, and 
Johnson engaged to supply the press with copy as it should be 
wanted ; but his constitutional indolence soon prevailed, and the 
work was at a stand. Mr Hector, who knew that a motive of 
humanity would be the most prevailing argument with his friend, 
went to Johnson, and represented to him, that the printer could 
have no other employment till this undertaking was finished, 
and that the poor man and his family were suffering. Johnson 
upon this exerted the powers of his mind, though his body was 
relaxed. He lay in bed with the book, which was a quarto, 
before him, and dictated while Hector wrote. Mr Hector 
carried the sheets to the press, and corrected almost all the proof 
sheets, very few of which were even seen by Johnson. In this 
manner, with the aid of Mr Hector’s active friendship, the book 
was completed, and was published in 1735, with London upon 
the title-page, though it was in reality printed at Birmingham, 
a device too common with provincial publishers. For this work, 
he had from Mr Warren only the sum of five guineas. 
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His Marriage 

In a man whom religious education has secured from licentious 
indulgences, the passion of love, when once it has seized him, is 
exceedingly strong; being unimpaired by dissipation, and totally 
concentrated in one object. ‘This was experienced by Johnson, 
when he became the fervent admirer of Mrs Porter, after her 
first husband’s death. Miss Porter told me, that when he was 
first introduced to her mother, his appearance was very forbidding : 
he was then lean and lank, so that his immense structure of bones 
was hideously striking to the eye, and the scars of the scrofula 
were deeply visible. He also wore his hair, which was straight 
and stiff, and separated behind: and he often had, seemingly, 
convulsive starts and odd gesticulations, which tended to excite 
at once surprise and ridicule. Mrs Porter was so much engaged 
by his conversation that she overlooked all these external disad- 
vantages, and said to her daughter, “ this is the most sensible man 
that I ever saw in my life.” 

Though Mrs Porter was double the age of Johnson, and her 
person and manner, as described to me by the late Mr Garrick, 
were by no means pleasing to others, she must have had a superiority 
of understanding and talents, as she certainly inspired him with 
a more than ordinary passion ; and she having signified her willing- 
ness to accept of his hand, he went to Lichfield to ask his mother’s 
consent to the marriage, which he could not but be conscious 
was a very imprudent scheme, both on account of their disparity 
of years, and her want of fortune. But Mrs Johnson knew too 
well the ardour of her son’s temper, and was too tender a parent 
to oppose his inclinations. 

I know not for what reason the marriage ceremony was not 
performed at Birmingham; but a resolution was taken that it 
should be at Derby, for which place the bride and bridegroom 
set out on horseback, I suppose in very good humour. But 
though Mr Topham Beauclerk used archly to mention Johnson’s 
having told him, with much gravity, “‘ Sir, it was a love marriage 
on both sides,” I have had from my illustrious friend the following 
curious account of their journey to church upon the nuptial 
morn, (9th July :)—‘“ Sir, she had read the old romances, and 
had got into her head the fantastical notion that a woman of 
spirit should use her lover like a dog. So, Sir, at first she told 
me that I rode too fast, and she could not keep up with me; and, 
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when I rode a little slower, she passed me, and complained that I 
lagged behind. I was not to be made the slave of caprice; and 
I resolved to begin as I meant to end. I therefore pushed on 
briskly, till I was fairly out of her sight. ‘The road lay between 
two hedges, so I was sure she could not miss it; and I contrived 
that she should soon come up with me. When she did, I 
observed her to be in tears.” 

This, it must be allowed, was a singular beginning of connubial 
felicity; but there is no doubt that Johnson, though he thus 
showed a manly firmness, proved a most affectionate and indul- 
gent husband to the last moment of Mrs Johnson’s life: and in 
his Prayers and Meditations, we find very remarkable evidence 
that his regard and fondness for her never ceased, even after her 
death. 


He keeps School at Lichfield 

He now set up a private academy, for which purpose he hired 
a large house, well situated, near his native city. In the Gemt/e- 
man’s Magazine for 1736, there is the following advertisement ; 
“* At Edial, near Lichfield, in Staffordshire, young gentlemen are 
boarded and taught the Latin and Greek languages, by SamuEL 
Jounson.” But the only pupils who were put under his care 
were the celebrated David Garrick and his brother George, and 
a Mr Offely, a young gentleman of good fortune, who died early. 
As yet, his name had nothing of that celebrity which afterwards 
commanded the highest attention and respect of mankind. Had 
such an advertisement appeared after the publication of his London, 
or his Rambler, or his Dictionary, how would it have burst upon 
the world! with what eagerness would the great and the wealthy 
have embraced an opportunity of putting their sons under the 
learned tuition of SamuEL Jounson! ‘The truth, however, is, 
that he was not so well qualified for being a teacher of elements, 
and a conductor in learning by regular gradations, as men of 
inferior powers of mind. His own acquisitions had been made 
by fits and starts, by violent irruptions in the regions of knowledge ; 
and it could not be expected that his impatience would be subdued, 
and his impetuosity restrained, so as to fit him for a quiet guide 
to novices. ‘The art of communicating instruction, of whatever 
kind, is much to be valued; and I have ever thought that those 
who devote themselves to this employment, and do their duty 
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with diligence and success, are entitled to very high respect from 
the community, as Johnson himself often maintained. Yet I am 
of opinion, that the greatest abilities are not only not required for 
this office, but render a man less fit for it. 


He tries his Fortunes in London 

Johnson now thought of trying his fortune in London, the 
great field of genius and exertion, where talents of every kind 
have the fullest scope and the highest encouragement. It is a 
memorable circumstance, that his pupil David Garrick went 
thither at the same time, with intent to complete his education, 
and follow the profession of the law, from which he was soon 
diverted by his decided preference for the stage. 

How he employed himself upon his first coming to London is 
not particularly known. I never heard that he found any pro- 
tection or encouragement by the means of Mr Colson, to whose 
academy David Garrick went. Mrs Lucy Porter told me, that 
Mr Walmsley gave him a letter of introduction to Lintot, his 
bookseller, and that Johnson wrote some things for him; but I 
imagine this to be a mistake, for I have discovered no trace of it, 
and I am pretty sure he told me, that Mr Cave was the first 
publisher by whom his pen was engaged in London. 

He had a little money when he came to town, and he knew 
how he could live in the cheapest manner. His first lodgings 
were at the house of Mr Norris, a staymaker, in Exeter Street, 
adjoining Catharine Street, in the Strand. “TI dined (said he) 
very well for eight pence, with very good company, at the Pine 
Apple, New Street, just by. Several of them had travelled. They 
expected to meet every day; but did not know one another’s 
names. It used to cost the rest a shilling, for they drank wine ; 
but I had a cut of meat for sixpence, and bread for a penny, and 
gave the waiter a penny; so that I was quite well served, nay, 
better than the rest, for they gave the waiter nothing.” 

He at this time, I believe, abstained entirely from fermented 
liquors ; a practice to which he rigidly conformed, for many years 
together, at different periods of his life. 

Johnson’s residence at Lichfield, on his return to it at this time, 
was only for three months; and as he had as yet seen but a small 
part of the wonders of the metropolis, he had little to tell his 
townsmen. He related to me the following minute anecdote of 
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this period: In the last age, when my mother lived in London, 
there were two sets of people, those who gave the wall, and those 
who took it; the peaceable and the quarrelsome. When I 
returned to Lichfield, after having been in London, my mother 
asked me, whether I was one of those who gave the wall, or those 
who took it. Now it is fixed that every man keeps to the right ; 
or, if one is taking the wall, another yields it; and it is never a 
dispute. 

He now removed to London with Mrs Johnson; but her 
daughter, who had lived with them at Edial, was left with her 
relations in the country. His lodgings were for some time in 
Woodstock Street, near Hanover Square, and afterwards in Castle 
Street, near Cavendish Square. 


“The Gentleman’s Magazine” 

The Gentleman’s Magazine, begun and carried on by Mr 
Edward Cave, under the name of Sytvanus Ursan, had attracted 
the notice and esteem of Johnson, in an eminent degree, before 
he came to London, as an adventurer in literature. He told me, 
that when he first saw St John’s Gate, the place where that de- 
servedly popular miscellany was originally printed, he “ beheld 
it with reverence.” I suppose, indeed, that every young author 
has had the same kind of feeling for the magazine or periodical 
publication which has first entertained him, and in which he has 
first had an opportunity to see himself in print, without the risk 
of exposing his name. I myself recollect such impressions from 
The Scots Magazine, which was begun at Edinburgh in the year 
1739, and has been ever conducted with judgement, accuracy, 
and propriety. I yet cannot help thinking of it with an affectionate 
regard. Johnson has dignified the Gent/eman’s Magazine, by the 
importance with which he invests the life of Cave; but he has 
given it still greater lustre by the various admirable Essays which 
he wrote for it. 

It appears that he was now enlisted by Mr Cave, as a regular 
coadjutor in his magazine, by which he probably obtained a 
tolerable livelihood. At what time, or by what means, he had 
acquired a competent knowledge both of French and Italian, I 
do not know; but he was so well skilled in them, as to be suffi- 
ciently qualified for a translator. ‘That part of his labour which 
consisted in emendation and improvement of the productions of 
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other contributors, like that employed in levelling ground, can be 
perceived only by those who had an opportunity of comparing 
the original with the altered copy. What we certainly know to 
have been done by him in this way, was the Debates in both 
houses of Parliament, under the name of “ The Senate of Lilliput,” 
sometimes with feigned denominations of the several speakers, 
sometimes with denominations formed of the letters of their real 
names, in the manner of what is called anagram, so that they might 
easily be deciphered. Parliament then kept the press in a kind of 
mysterious awe, which made it necessary to have recourse to such 
devices. 

_ Thus was Johnson employed during some of the best years of 
his life, as a mere literary labourer “ for gain not glory,” solely 
to obtain an honest support. He, however, indulged himself in 
occasional little sallies, which the French so happily express by 
the term jeux @’esprit, and which will be noticed in their order, 
in the progress of this work. 


“London” 

But what first displayed his transcendent powers, and “ gave 
the world assurance of the Man,” was his London, a poem in Imita- 
tion of the Third Satire of Fuvenal; which came out in May this 
year, and burst forth with splendour, the rays of which will for 
ever encircle his name. Boileau had imitated the same satire with 
great success, applying it to Paris: but an attentive comparison 
will satisfy every reader, that he is much excelled by the English 
Juvenal. 

Johnson’s London was published in May, 1738; and it is 
remarkable, that it came out on the same morning with Pope’s 
satire, entitled “‘ 1738”; so that England had at once its Juvenal 
and Horace as poetical monitors. ‘The Reverend Dr Douglas, 
now Bishop of Salisbury, to whom I am indebted for some obliging 
communications, was then a student at Oxford, and remembers 
well the effect which London produced. Every body was delighted 
with it; and there being no name to it, the first buzz of the literary 
circles was, “ here is an unknown poet, greater even than Pope.” 
And it is recorded in the Gentleman’s Magazine of that year, that 
it “* got to the second edition in the course of a week.” 

One of the warmest patrons of this poem on its first appearance, 
was General OcLeTHorre, whose “ strong benevolence of soul” 


Cc 


34 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1739 


was unabated during the course of a very long life; though it is 
painful to think, that he had but too much reason to become cold, 
and callous, and discontented with the world, from the neglect 
which he experienced of his public and private worth, by those in 
whose power it was to gratify so gallant a veteran with marks of 
distinction. This extraordinary person was as remarkable for his 
learning and taste, as for his other eminent qualities ; and no man 
was more prompt, active, and generous, in encouraging merit. I 
have heard Johnson gratefully acknowledge, in his presence, the 
kind and effectual support which he gave to his Lowdon, though 
unacquainted with its author. 


Johnson and Pope 


Pope, who then filled the poetical throne without a rival, it 
may reasonably be presumed, must have been particularly struck 
by the sudden appearance of such a poet; and, to his credit, let it 
be remembered, that his feelings and conduct on the occasion were 
candid and liberal. He requested Mr Richardson, son of the 
painter, to endeavour to find out who this new author was. Mr 
Richardson, after some inquiry, having informed him that he had 
discovered only that his name was Johnson, and that he was some 
obscure man, Pope said, ‘“‘ He will soon be deterré.” We shall 
presently see, from a note written by Pope, that he was himself, 
afterward, more successful in his inquiries than his friend. 


He seeks a Degree 


‘Though thus elevated into fame, and conscious of uncommon 
powers, he had not that bustling confidence, or, I may rather say, 
that animated ambition, which one might have supposed would 
have urged him to endeavour at rising in life. But such was his 
inflexible dignity of character, that he could not stoop to court 
the great; without which, hardly any man has made his way to 
a high station. He could not expect to produce many such works 
as his Lowdon, and he felt the hardships of writing for bread; he 
was, therefore, willing to resume the office of a schoolmaster, so 
as to have a sure, though moderate, income for his life; and an 
offer being made to him of the mastership of a school, provided 
he could obtain the degree of Master of Arts, Dr Adams was 
applied to, by a common friend, to know whether that could be 
granted him as a favour from the University of Oxford—But 
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though he had made such a figure in the literary world, it was then 
thought too great a favour to be asked. 

Pope, without any knowledge of him but from his London, 
recommended him to Earl Gower, who endeavoured to procure 
for him a degree from Dublin. It was, perhaps, no small dis- 
appointment to Johnson that this respectable application had not 
the desired effect: yet how much reason has there been, both 
for himself and his country, to rejoice that it did not succeed, as 
he might probably have wasted in obscurity those hours in which 
he afterwards produced his incomparable works. 

Mr Pope’s note concerning Johnson, alluded to ina former page, 
I have transcribed with minute exactness, that the peculiar mode 
of writing, and imperfect spelling of that celebrated poet, may be 
exhibited to the curious in literature. It justifies Swift’s epithet 
of “* paper-sparing Pope,” for it is written on a slip no larger than 
a common message-card, and was sent to Mr Richardson, along 
with the imitation of Juvenal. 

“This is imitated by one Johnson, who put in for a public 
school in Shropshire, but was disappointed. He has an infirmity 
of the convulsive kind, that attacks him sometimes, so as to make 
Him a sad Spectacle. Mr P. from the Merit of This Work which 
was all the knowledge he had of Him endeavour’d to serve Him 
without his own application; & wrote to my L"“. gore, but he did 
not succeed. .Mr Johnson published after”. another Poem in 
Latin with Notes the whole very Humerous call’d the Norfolk 
Prophecy. ra Bet 

Johnson had been told of this note; and Sir Joshua Reynolds 
informed him of the compliment which it contained, but, from 
delicacy, avoided showing him the paper itself. When Sir Joshua 
observed to Johnson that he seemed very desirous to see Pope’s 
note, he answered, ““ Who would not be proud to have such a 
man as Pope so solicitous in inquiring about him?” 


Johnson’s Mannerisms 

The infirmity to which Mr Pope alludes, appeared to me also, as 
I have elsewhere observed, to be of the convulsive kind, and of 
the nature of that distemper called St Vitus’s dance; Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, however, was of a different opinion, and favoured me 
with the following paper : 

‘Those motions or tricks of Dr Johnson are improperly called 
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convulsions. He could sit motionless, when he was told so to do, 
as well as any other man. My opinion is, that it proceeded from 
a habit which he had indulged himself in, of accompanying his 
thoughts with certain untoward actions, and those actions always 
appeared to me as if they were meant to reprobate some part of 
his past conduct. Whenever he was not engaged in conversation, 
such thoughts were sure to rush into his mind; and, for this 
reason, any company, any employment whatever, he preferred to 
being alone. ‘The great business of his life (he said) was to escape 
from himself; this disposition he considered as the disease of his 
mind, which nothing cured but company.” 


Work for the Booksellers 

In 1742 he wrote Proposals for printing Bibliotheca Harleiana, 
or a Catalogue of the Library of the Earl of Oxford. His account 
of that celebrated collection of books, in which he displays the 
importance to literature, of what the French call a catalogue 
raisonné, when the subjects of it are extensive and various, and 
it is executed with ability, cannot fail to impress all his readers 
with admiration of his philological attainments. It was afterwards 
prefixed to the first volume of the Catalogue, in which the Latin 
accounts of books were written by him. He was employed in 
this business by Mr Thomas Osborne, the bookseller, who pur- 
chased the library for £13,000, a sum which Mr Oldys says, in 
one of his manuscripts, was not more than the binding of the 
books had cost; yet, as Dr Johnson assured me, the slowness of the 
sale was such, that there was not much gained by it. It has been 
confidently related, with many embellishments, that Johnson one 
day knocked Osborne down in his shop, with a folio, and put his 
foot upon his neck. ‘The simple truth I had from Johnson him- 
self. ‘“‘ Sir, he was impertinent to me, and I beat him. But it 
was not in his shop: it was in my own chamber.” 


“The Life of Richard Savage ”’ 

It does not appear that he wrote any thing in 1744 for the 
Gentleman’s Magazine, but the Preface. But he produced one 
work this year, fully sufficient to maintain the high reputation 
which he had acquired. ‘This was The Life of Richard Savage ; 
a man, of whom it is difficult to speak impartially, without won- 
dering that he was for some time the intimate companion of 


Age 35] THE DICTIONARY 37 


Johnson ; for his character was marked by profligacy, insolence, 
and ingratitude: yet, as he undoubtedly had a warm and vigorous, 
though unregulated mind, had seen life in all its varieties, and 
been much in the company of the statesmen and wits of his time, 
he could communicate to Johnson an abundant supply of such 
materials as his philosophical curiosity most eagerly desired ; and, 
as Savage’s misfortunes and misconduct had reduced him to the 
lowest state of wretchedness as a writer for his bread, his visit to 
St John’s Gate naturally brought Johnson and him together. 

It is melancholy to reflect, that Johnson and Savage were some- 
times in such extreme indigence, that they could not pay for a 
lodging; so that they have wandered together whole nights in 
the streets. Yet, in these almost incredible scenes of distress, we 
may suppose that Savage mentioned many of the anecdotes with 
which Johnson afterwards enriched the life of this unhappy com- 
panion, and those of other Poets. 


A Garrick Story 

His schoolfellow and friend, Dr Taylor, told me a pleasant 
anecdote of Johnson’s triumphing over his pupil, David Garrick. 
When that great actor had played some little time at Goodman’s 
Fields, Johnson and Taylor went to see him perform, and after- 
wards passed the evening at a tavern with him and old Giffard. 
Johnson, who was ever depreciating stage-players, after censuring 
some mistakes in emphasis, which Garrick had committed in the 
course of that night’s acting, said, “‘ The players, Sir, have got a 
kind of rant, with which they run on, without any regard either to 
accent or emphasis.” Both Garrick and Giffard were offended 
at this sarcasm, and endeavoured to refute it; upon which Johnson 
rejoined, “ Well now, I’ll give you something to speak, with 
which you are little acquainted, and then we shall see how just 
my observation is. ‘That shall be the criterion. Let me hear you 
repeat the ninth Commandment, ‘ Thou shalt not bear false witness 
against thy neighbour.” Both tried at it, said Dr Taylor, and both 
mistook the emphasis, which should be upon wot and fa/se witness. 
Johnson put them right, and enjoyed his victory with great glee. 


The Dictionary 
The year 1747 is distinguished as the epoch, when Johnson’s 
arduous and important work, his Dictionary oF THE ENGLISH 
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LANGUAGE, was announced to the world, by the publication of 
its Plan or Prospectus. 

How long this immense undertaking had been the object of 
his contemplation, I do not know. I once asked him by what 
means he had attained to that astonishing knowledge of our 
language, by which he was enabled to realise a design of such 
extent and accumulated difficulty. He told me, that “it was not 
the effect of particular study; but that it had grown up in his 
mind insensibly.”” I have been informed by Mr James Dodsley, 
that several years before this period, when Johnson was one day 
sitting in his brother Robert’s shop, he heard his brother suggest 
to him that a Dictionary of the English Language would be a work 
that would be well received by the public: that Johnson seemed 
at first to catch at the proposition, but, after a pause, said, in his 
abrupt decisive manner, “I believe I shall not undertake it.” 
That he, however, had bestowed much thought upon the subject, 
before he published his P/ez, is evident from the enlarged, clear, 
and accurate views which it exhibits; and we find him men- 
tioning in that tract, that many of the writers whose testimonies 
were to be produced as authorities, were selected by Pope; which 
proves that he had been furnished, probably by Mr Robert Dodsley, 
with whatever hints that eminent poet had contributed towards a 
great literary project, that had been the subject of important con- 
sideration in a former reign. 

The booksellers, who contracted with Johnson, single and 
unaided, for the execution of a work, which in other countries 
has not been effected but by the co-operating exertions of many, 
were Mr Robert Dodsley, Mr Charles Hitch, Mr Andrew Millar, 
the two Messieurs Longman, and the two Messieurs Knapton. 
The price stipulated was £1575. 

The plan was addressed to Philip Dormer, Earl of Chesterfield, 
then one of his Majesty’s Principal Secretaries of State; a noble- 
man who was very ambitious of literary distinction, and who, 
upon being informed of the design, had expressed himself in terms 
very favourable to its success. ‘There is, perhaps in every thing 
of any consequence, a secret history which it would be amusing 
to know, could we have it authentically communicated. Johnson 
told me, “‘ Sir, the way in which the plan of my Dictionary came 
to be inscribed to Lord Chesterfield, was this: I had neglected to 
write it by the time appointed. Dodsley suggested a desire to 
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have it addressed to Lord Chesterfield. I laid hold of this as a 
pretext for delay, that it might be better done, and let Dodsley 
have his desire. I said to my friend, Dr Bathurst, ‘ Now if any 
good comes of my addressing to Lord Chesterfield, it will be 
ascribed to deep policy, when, in fact, it was only a casual excuse 
for laziness.’ 

It is worthy of observation, that the P/an has not only the sub- 
stantial merit of comprehension, perspicuity, and precision, but 
that the language of it is unexceptionably excellent; it being 
altogether free from that inflation of style, and those uncommon 
but apt and energetic words, which in some of his writings have 
been censured, with more petulance than justice; and never was 
there a more dignified strain of compliment than that in which 
he courts the attention of one who, he had been persuaded to 
believe, would be a respectable patron. 

That he was fully aware of the arduous nature of the under- 
taking, he acknowledges; and shews himself perfectly sensible of 
it in the conclusion of his P/an; but he had a noble consciousness 
of his own abilities, which enabled him to go on with undaunted 
spirit. 

Dr Adams found him one day busy at his Dictionary, when the 
following dialogue ensued. ‘‘ Apams: This is a great work, Sir. 
How are you to get all the etymologies? Jounson: Why, Sir, 
here is a shelf with Junius, and Skinner, and others; and there is 
a Welsh gentleman who has published a collection of Welsh 
proverbs, who will help me with the Welsh. Apvams: But, Sir, 
how can you do this in three years? Jounson: Sir, I have no 
doubt that I can do it in three years. Apams: But the French 
Academy, which consists of forty members, took forty years to 
compile their Dictionary. Jounson: Sir, thus it is. ‘This is the 
proportion. Let me see; forty times forty is sixteen hundred. 
As three to sixteen hundred, so is the proportion of an Englishman 
to a Frenchman.” With so much ease and pleasantry could he 
talk of that prodigious labour which he had undertaken to execute. 


Gough Square 

While the Dictionary was going forward, Johnson lived part 
of the time in Holborn, part in Gough Square, Fleet Street ; and 
he had an upper room fitted up like a counting-house for the 
purpose, in which he gave to the copyists their several tasks. ‘The 
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words partly taken from other dictionaries, and partly supplied 
by himself, having been first written down with spaces left between 
them, he delivered in writing their etymologies, definitions, and 
various significations. "The authorities were copied from the 
books themselves, in which he had marked the passages with a 
black-lead pencil, the traces of which could easily be effaced. I 
have seen several of them, in which that trouble had not been 
taken; so that they were just as when used by the copyists. It 
is remarkable, that he was so attentive in the choice of the pas- 
sages in which words are authorized, that one may read page 
after page of his Dictionary with improvement and pleasure ; 
and it should not pass unobserved, that he has quoted no author 
whose writings had a tendency to hurt sound religion and morality. 

The necessary expense of preparing a work of such magnitude 
for the press, must have been a considerable deduction from the 
price stipulated to be paid for the copyright. I understand that 
nothing was allowed by the booksellers on that account; and I 
remember his telling me, that a large portion of it having, by 
mistake, been written upon both sides of the paper, so as to be 
inconvenient for the compositor, it cost him twenty pounds to 
have it transcribed upon one side only. 


“The Vanity of Human Wishes ”’ 

In January, 1749, he published The Vanity of Human Wishes, 
being the Tenth Satire of Fuvenal imitated. He, I believe, com- 
posed it the preceding year. Mrs Johnson, for the sake of 
country air, had lodgings at Hampstead, to which he resorted 
occasionally, and there the greatest part, if not the whole, of this 
Imitation was written. ‘The fervid rapidity with which it was 
produced, is scarcely credible. I have heard him say, that he 
composed seventy lines of it in one day, without putting one of 
them upon paper till they were finished. I remember, when I 
once regretted to him that he had not given us more of Juvenal’s 
Satires, he said he probably should give moze, for he had them 
all in his head; by which I understood, that he had the originals 
and correspondent allusions floating in his mind, which he could, 
when he pleased, embody and render permanent without much 
labour. Some of them, however, he observed, were too gross for 
imitation. 

The profits of a single poem, however excellent, appear to 
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have been very small in the last reign, compared with what a 
publication of the same size has since been known to yield. I 
have mentioned, upon Johnson’s own authority, that for his 
London he had only ten guineas; and now, after his fame was 
established, he got for his Vanity of Human Wishes but five 
guineas more, as is proved by an authentic document in my pos- 
session. 

His Vanity of Human Wishes has less of common life, but 
more of a philosophic dignity, than his Loxdox. More readers, 
therefore, will be delighted with the pointed spirit of London, 
than with the profound reflection of The Vanity of Human Wishes. 
Garrick, for instance, observed in his sprightly manner, with more 
vivacity than regard to just discrimination, as is usual with wits, 
“When Johnson lived much with the Herveys, and saw a good 
deal of what was passing in life, he wrote his Lordon, which is 
lively and easy. When he became more retired, he gave us his 
Vanity of Human Wishes, which is as hard as Greek. Had he 
gone on to imitate another satire, it would have been as hard as 
Hebrew.” 


The Failure of “Irene” 

Garrick being now vested with theatrical power, by being 
manager of Drury Lane Theatre, he kindly and generously made 
use of it to bring out Johnson’s tragedy, which had been long 
kept back for want of encouragement. But in this benevolent pur- 
pose he met with no small difficulty from the temper of Johnson, 
which could not brook that a drama which he had formed with 
much study, and had been obliged to keep more than the nine 
years of Horace, should be revised and altered at the pleasure of 
an actor. Yet Garrick knew well, that without some alterations 
it would not be fit for the stage. A violent dispute having en- 
sued between them, Garrick applied to the Reverend Dr Taylor 
to interpose. Johnson was at first very obstinate. “‘ Sir, (said 
he,) the fellow wants me to make Mahomet run mad, that he may 
have an opportunity of tossing his hands and kicking his heels.” 
He was however, at last, with difficulty, prevailed on to comply 
with Garrick’s wishes, so as to allow of some changes; but still 
there were not enough. 

Dr Adams was present the first night of the representation of 
Irene, and gave me the following account: “ Before the curtain 


42 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1750 


drew up, there were catcalls whistling, which alarmed Johnson’s 
friends. ‘The Prologue, which was written by himself in a manly 
strain, soothed the audience, and the play went off tolerably, till 
it came to the conclusion, when Mrs Pritchard, the Heroine of 
the piece, was to be strangled upon the stage, and was to speak 
two lines with the bow-string round her neck. ‘The audience 
cried out ‘ Murder! Murder!’ She several times attempted to 
speak; but in vain. At last she was obliged to go off the stage 
alive.” This passage was afterwards struck out, and she was 
carried off to be put to death behind the scenes, as the play now 
has it. ‘The Epilogue, as Johnson informed me, was written by 
Sir William Yonge. I know not how his play came to be thus 
graced by the pen of a person then so eminent in the political 
world. 

Notwithstanding all the support of such performers as Garrick, 
Barry, Mrs Cibber, Mrs Pritchard, and every advantage of dress 
and decoration, the tragedy of Jreze did not please the public. 
Mr Garrick’s zeal carried it through for nine nights, so that the 
author had his three nights’ profits; and from a receipt signed 
by him, now in the hands of Mr James Dodsley, it appears that 
his friend, Mr Robert Dodsley, gave him {roo for the copy, 
with his usual reservation of the right of one edition. 

When asked how he felt upon the ill success of his tragedy, 
he replied, “‘ Like the Monument”; meaning, that he continued 
firm and unmoved as that column. And let it be remembered, 
as an admonition to the gezus irritabile of dramatic writers, that 
this great man, instead of peevishly complaining of the bad taste 
of the town, submitted to its decision without a murmur. He 
had indeed, upon all occasions, a great deference for the general 
opinion. “A man (said he) who writes a book, thinks himself 
wiser or wittier than the rest of mankind; he supposes that he 
can instruct or amuse them, and the public, to whom he appeals, 
must, after all, be the judges of his pretensions.” 


“The Rambler ”’ 

In 1750, he came forth in the character for which he was 
eminently qualified, a majestic teacher of moral and religious 
wisdom. ‘I‘he vehicle which he chose was that of a periodical 
paper, which he knew had been, upon former occasions, em- 
ployed with great success. "The Tatler, Spectator, and Guardian, 
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were the last of the kind published in England, which had stood 
the test of a long trial; and such an interval had now elapsed 
since their publication, as made him justly think that, to many 
of his readers, this form of instruction would, in some degree, 
have the advantage of novelty. He gave Sir Joshua Reynolds 
the following account of its getting this name; ‘“‘ What must be 
done, Sir, wi// be done. When I was to begin publishing that 
paper, I was at a loss how to name it. I sat down at night upon 
my bedside, and resolved that I would not go to sleep till I had 
fixed its title. ‘The Ramb/er seemed the best that occurred, and 
I took it.” 

The first paper of the Ramd/er was published on Tuesday, the 
20th of March, 1749-50; and its author was enabled to continue 
it, without interruption, every ‘Tuesday and Saturday, till Saturday, 
the 17th of March, 1752, on which day it closed. ‘This is a 
strong confirmation of the truth of a remark of his, which I have 
had occasion to quote elsewhere, that “a man may write at any 
time, if he will set himself doggedly to it”; for, notwithstand- 


‘ing his} constitutional indolence, his depression of spirits, and 


his labour in carrying on his Dictionary, he answered the stated 
calls of the press twice a week from the stores of his mind during 
all that time; having received no assistance, except four billets 
in No. 10, by Miss Mulso, now Mrs Chapone; No. 30, by Mrs 
Catharine Talbot ; No. 97, by Mr Samuel Richardson, whom he 
describes in an introductory note as “ An author who has enlarged 
the knowledge of human nature and taught the passions to move 
at the command of virtue”; and Nos. 44 and roo, by Mrs 
Elizabeth Carter. 

Posterity will be astonished when they are told, upon the 
authority of Johnson himself, that many of these discourses, which 
we should suppose had been laboured with all the slow attention 
of literary leisure, were written in haste as the moment pressed, 
without even being read over by him before they were printed. 
It can be accounted for only in this way; that by reading and 
meditation, and a very close inspection of life, he had accumulated 
a great fund of miscellaneous knowledge, which, by a peculiar 
promptitude of mind, was ever ready at his call, and which he 
had constantly accustomed himself to clothe in the most apt and 
energetic expression. Sir Joshua Reynolds once asked him by 
what means he had attained his extraordinary accuracy and flow 
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of language. He told him, that he had early laid it down as a 
fixed rule to do his best on every occasion, and in every company : 
to impart whatever he knew in the most forcible language he 
could put it in; and that by constant practice, and never suffering 
any careless expressions to escape him, or attempting to deliver his 
thoughts without arranging them in the clearest manner, it became 
habitual to him. 

Johnson told me, with an amiable fondness, a little pleasing 
circumstance relative to this work. Mrs Johnson, in whose judge- 
ment and taste he had great confidence, said to him, after a few 
numbers of the Raméler had come out, “ I thought very well of 
you before; but I did not imagine you could have written any 
thing equal to this.” Distant praise, from whatever quarter, is 
not so delightful as that of a wife whom a man loves and esteems. 
Her approbation may be said to “come home to his bosom” ; 
and being so near, its effect is most sensible and permanent. 

The Rambler has increased in fame as in age. Soon after its 
first folio edition was concluded, it was published in six duodecimo 
volumes, and its author lived to see ten numerous editions of it 
in London, beside those of Ireland and Scotland. 


Johnson’s Style 

The style of this work has been censured by some shallow 
critics as involved and turgid, and abounding with antiquated and 
hard words. So ill-founded is the first part of this objection, that 
I will challenge all who may honour this book with a perusal, to 
point out any English writer whose language conveys his meaning 
with equal force and perspicuity. It must, indeed, be allowed, 
that the structure of his sentences is expanded, and often has 
somewhat of the inversion of Latin; and that he delighted to 
express familiar thoughts in philosophical language; being in 
this the reverse of Socrates, who, it is said, reduced philosophy 
to the simplicity of common life. But let us attend to what he 
himself says in his concluding paper: “‘ When common words 
were less pleasing to the ear, or less distinct in their signification, 
I have familiarized the terms of philosophy, by applying them 
to popular ideas.”” And, as to the second part of this objection, 
upon a late careful revision of the work, I can with confidence 
say, that it is amazing how few of those words, for which it has 
been unjustly characterised, are actually to be found in it; I am 
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sure, not the proportion of one to each paper. This idle charge 
has been echoed from one babbler to another, who have con- 
founded Johnson’s Essays with Johnson’s Dictionary ; and because 
he thought it right in a Lexicon of our language to collect many 
words which had fallen into disuse, but were supported by great 
authorities, it has been imagined that all of these have been inter- 
woven into his own compositions. ‘That some of them have been 
adopted by him unnecessarily, may, perhaps, be allowed ; but, in 
general, they are evidently an advantage, for without them his 
stately ideas would be confined and cramped. ‘ He that thinks 
with more extent than another, will want words of larger meaning.” 


Addison and Johnson 

It has of late been the fashion to compare the style of Addison 
and Johnson, and to depreciate, I think, very unjustly, the style 
of Addison as nerveless and feeble, because it has not the strength 
and energy of that of Johnson. ‘Their prose may be balanced 
like the poetry of Dryden and Pope. Both are excellent, though 
in different ways. Addison writes with the ease of a gentleman. 
His readers fancy that a wise and accomplished companion is 
talking to them; so that he insinuates his sentiments and taste 
into their minds by an imperceptible influence. Johnson writes 
like a teacher. He dictates to his readers as if from an academical 
chair. They attend with awe and admiration ; and his precepts 
are impressed upon them by his commanding eloquence. 
Addison’s style, like a light wine, pleases every body from the 
first. Johnson’s, like a liquor of more body, seems too strong at 
first, but, by degrees, is highly relished ; and such is the melody 
of his periods, so much do they captivate the ear, and seize upon 
the attention, that there is scarcely any writer, however incon- 
siderable, who does not aim, in some degree, at the same species 
of excellence. But let us not ungratefully undervalue that beauti- 
ful style, which has pleasingly conveyed to us much instruction 
and entertainment. ‘Though comparatively weak, opposed to 
Johnson’s Herculean vigour, let us not call it positively feeble. 
Let us remember the character of his style, as given by Johnson 
himself: ‘“‘ What he attempted, he performed : he is sever feed/e, 
and he did not wish to be energetic; he is never rapid, and he 
never stagnates. His sentences have neither studied amplitude, 
nor affected brevity: his periods, though not diligently rounded, 
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are voluble and easy. Whoever wishes to attain an English style, 
familiar but not coarse, and elegant but not ostentatious, must 
give his days and nights to the volumes of Addison.” 

Though Johnson’s circumstances were at this time far from 
being easy, his humane and charitable disposition was constantly 
exerting itself. Mrs Anna Williams, daughter of a very ingenious 
Welsh physician, and a woman of more than ordinary talents and 
literature, having come to London in hopes of being cured of a 
caratact in both her eyes, which afterwards ended in total blindness, 
was kindly received as a constant visitor at his house while Mrs 
Johnson lived; and after her death, having come under his roof 
in order to have an operation upon her eyes performed with more 
comfort to her than in lodgings, she had an apartment from him 
during the rest of her life, at all times when he had a house. 

In 1752, he was almost entirely occupied with his Dictionary. 
The last paper of his Rambler was published March 2nd, this 
year; after which, there was a cessation for some time of any 
exertion of his talents as an essayist. 


Death of Mrs Johnson 


‘That there should be a suspension of his literary labours during 
a part of the year 1752, will not seem strange, when it is con- 
sidered that, soon after closing his Ramé/er, he suffered a loss 
which, there can be no doubt, affected him with the deepest dis- 
tress: for, on the 17th of March, O.S., his wife died. 

‘That his love for his wife was of the most ardent kind, and, 
during the long period of fifty years, was unimpaired by the lapse 
of time, is evident from various passages in the series of his Prayers 
and Meditations, published by the Reverend Mr Strahan, as well 
as from other memorials, two of which I select, as strongly marking 
the tenderness and sensibility of his mind. 

“ March 28, 1753. I kept this day as the anniversary of my 
Tetty’s death, with prayer and tears in the morning. In the 
evening I prayed for her conditionally, if it were lawful.” 

“ April 23, 1753. I know not whether I do not too much 
indulge the vain longings of affection ; but I hope they intenerate 
my heart, and that when I die like my Tetty, this affection will 
be acknowledged in a happy interview, and that in the mean time 
I am incited to it by piety. I will, however, not deviate too much 
from common and received methods of devotion.” 


ij 
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Her wedding-ring, when she became his wife, was, after her 
death, preserved by him, as long as he lived, with an affectionate 
care, in a little round wooden box, in the inside of which he 
pasted a slip of paper, thus inscribed by him in fair characters, 
as follows : 

Eheu! 

Eliz. Johnson, 
Nupta Jul. 9° 1736. 
Mortua, eheu! 
Mart. 17° 1752. 


He becomes acquainted with Reynolds 

The circle of his friends, at this time, was extensive and various, 
far beyond what has been generally imagined. ‘To trace his 
acquaintance with each particular person, if it could be done, 
would be a task, of which the labour would not be repaid by the 
advantage. But exceptions are to be made; one of them must 
be a friend so eminent as Sir Joshua Reynolds, with whom he 
maintained an uninterrupted intimacy to the last hour of his life. 
When Johnson lived in Castle Street, Cavendish Square, he used 
frequently to visit two ladies who lived opposite to him, Miss 
Cotterells, daughters of Admiral Cotterell. Reynolds used also 
to visit there, and thus they met. Mr Reynolds, as I have observed 
above, had, from the first reading of his Life of Savage, conceived 
a very high admiration of Johnson’s powers of writing. His con- 
versation no less delighted him; and he cultivated his acquaint- 
ance with the laudable zeal of one who was ambitious of general 
improvement. Sir Joshua, indeed, was lucky enough at their 
very first meeting to make a remark, which was so much above the 
common-place style of conversation, that Johnson at once per- 
ceived that Reynolds had the habit of thinking for himself. ‘The 
ladies were regretting the death of a friend, to whom they owed 
great obligations; upon which Reynolds observed, “ You have, 
however, the comfort of being relieved from a burden of gratitude.” 
They were shocked a little at this alleviating suggestion, as too 
selfish ; but Johnson defended it in his clear and forcible manner, 
and was much pleased with the mind, the fair view of human 
nature, which it exhibited, like some of the reflections of Rochefou- 
cault. The consequence was, that he went home with Reynolds, 
and supped with him. 
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In Sportive Mood 

One night, when Beauclerk and Langton had supped at a tavern 
in London, and sat till about three in the morning, it came into 
their heads to go and knock up Johnson, and see if they could pre- 
vail on him to join them ina ramble. ‘They rapped violently at 
the doors of his chambers in the Temple, till at last he appeared 
in his shirt, with his little black wig on the top of his head instead 
of a nightcap, and a poker in his hand, imagining, probably, that 
some ruffians were coming to attack him. When he discovered 
who they were, and was told their errand, he smiled, and with 
great good humour agreed to their proposal: ‘“‘ What, is it you, 
you dogs! I'll have a frisk with you.” He was soon drest, and 
they sallied forth together into Covent Garden, where the green- 
grocers and fruiterers were beginning to arrange their hampers, 
just come in from the country. Johnson made some attempts 
to help them; but the honest gardeners stared so at his figure 
and manner, and odd interference, that he soon saw his services 
were not relished. ‘They then repaired to one of the neighbouring 
taverns, and made a bowl of that liquor called Bishop, which 
Johnson had always liked: while in joyous contempt of sleep, from 
which he had been roused, he repeated the festive lines, 


Short, O short, then be thy reign, 
And give us to the world again ! 


They did not stay long, but walked down to the Thames, took 
a boat, and rowed to Billingsgate. Beauclerk and Johnson were 
so well pleased with their amusement, that they resolved to per- 
severe in dissipation for the rest of the day: but Langton deserted 
them, being engaged to breakfast with some young ladies. Johnson 
scolded him for “ leaving his social friends, to go and sit with a set 
of wretched uz-idea’d girls.” Garrick being told of this ramble, 
said to him smartly, “ I heard of your frolic tother night. You'll 
be in the Chronicle.’ Upon which Johnson afterwards observed, 
“ He durst not do such a thing. His wife would not /e¢ him!” 


A New Year Prayer 

He entered upon this year, 1753, with his usual piety, as 
appears from the following prayer, which I transcribed from 
that part of his diary which he burnt a few days before his death : 
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Jan. 1, 1753, N.S., which I shall use for the future. 

“‘ Almighty Gop, who hast continued my life to this day, grant 
that, by the assistance of thy Holy Spirit, I may improve the time 
which thou shalt grant me, to my eternal salvation. Make me to 
remember, to thy glory, thy judgements and thy mercies. Make 
me to consider the loss of my wife, whom thou hast taken from me, 
that it may dispose me, by thy grace, to lead the residue of my 
life in thy fear. Grant this, O Lord, for Jesus Currst’s sake. 
Amen.” 


Johnson and Lord Chesterfield 

The Dictionary, we may believe, afforded Johnson full occupa- 
tion this year. As it approached to its conclusion, he probably 
worked with redoubled vigour, as seamen increase their exertion and 
alacrity when they have a near prospect of their haven. 

Lord Chesterfield, to whom Johnson had paid the high com- 
pliment of addressing to his Lordship the P/am of his Dictionary, 
had behaved to him in such a manner as to excite his contempt 
and indignation. ‘The world has been for many years amused 
with a story confidently told, and as confidently repeated with 
additional circumstances, that a sudden disgust was taken by 
Johnson upon occasion of his having been one day kept long in 
waiting in his Lordship’s antechamber, for which the reason 
assigned was, that he had company with him; and that at last, 
when the door opened, out walked Colley Cibber; and that 
Johnson was so violently provoked when he found for whom he 
had been so long excluded, that he went away in a passion, and 
never would return. I remember having mentioned this story 
to George, Lord Lyttelton, who told me, he was very intimate 
with Lord Chesterfield; and holding it as a well-known truth, 
defended Lord Chesterfield by saying, that “ Cibber, who had 
been introduced familiarly by the back-stairs, had probably not 
been there above ten minutes.” It may seem strange even to 
entertain a doubt concerning a story so long and so widely current, 
and thus implicitly adopted, if not sanctioned, by the authority 
which I have mentioned; but Johnson himself assured me, that 
there was not the least foundation for it. He told me, that there 
never was any particular incident which produced a quarrel 
between Lord Chesterfield and him; but that his Lordship’s 
continued neglect was the reason why he resolved to have no 
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connexion with him. When the Dictionary was upon the eve of 
publication, Lord Chesterfield, who, it is said, had flattered himself 
with expectations that Johnson would dedicate the work to him, 
attempted, in a courtly manner, to soothe and insinuate himself 
with the Sage, conscious, as it should seem, of the cold indiffer- 
ence with which he had treated its learned author; and farther 
attempted to conciliate him, by writing two papers in T’4e World, 
in recommendation of the work; and it must be confessed, that 
they contain some studied compliments, so finely turned, that if 
there had been no previous offence, it is probable that Johnson 
would have been highly delighted. Praise, in general, was pleas- 
ing to him; but by praise from a man of rank and elegant accom- 
plishments, he was peculiarly gratified. 


The Famous Letter 

This courtly device failed of its effect. Johnson, who thought 
that “all was false and hollow,” despised the honey words, and 
was even indignant that Lord Chesterfield should, for a moment, 
imagine, that he could be the dupe of such an artifice. His ex- 
pression to me concerning Lord Chesterfield, upon this occasion, 
was, “‘ Sir, after making great professions, he had, for many years, 
taken no notice of me; but when my Dictiozary was coming out, 
he fell a scribbling in Te World about it. Upon which, I wrote 
him a letter, expressed in civil terms, but such as might shew him 
that I did not mind what he said or wrote, and that I had done 
with him.” 

This is that celebrated letter of which so much has been said, 
and about which curiosity has been so long excited, without being 
gratified. 


SNe, THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD 


“‘Pebruary 7, 1755 

“My Lorp, 

““T have been lately informed, by the proprietor of the Wor/d, 
that two papers, in which my Dictionary is recommended to the 
public, were written by your Lordship. ‘To be so distinguished, 
is an honour, which, being very little accustomed to favours from 
the great, I know not well how to receive, or in what terms to 
acknowledge. 

“When, upon some slight encouragement, I first visited your 
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Lordship, I was overpowered, like the rest of mankind, by the 
enchantment of your address, and could not forbear to wish that 
I might boast myself Le vaingueur du vaingueur de Ja terre ;—that 
I might obtain that regard for which I saw the world contending ; 
but I found my attendance so little encouraged, that neither pride 
nor modesty would suffer me to continue it. When I had once 
addressed your Lordship in public, I had exhausted all the art 
of pleasing which a retired and uncourtly scholar can possess. I 
had done all that I could; and no man is well pleased to have 
his all neglected, be it ever so little. 

“Seven years, my Lord, have now past, since I waited in your 
outward rooms, or was repulsed from your door; during which 
time I have been pushing on my work through difficulties, of 
which it is useless to complain, and have brought it, at last, to 
the verge of publication, without one act of assistance, one word 
of encouragement, or one smile of favour. Such treatment I 
did not expect, for I never had a Patron before. 

“The shepherd in Virgil grew at last acquainted with Love, 
and found him a native of the rocks. 

“Ts not a Patron, my Lord, one who looks with unconcern on 
a man struggling for life in the water, and, when he has reached 
ground, encumbers him with help? ‘The notice which you have 
been pleased to take of my labours, had it been early, had been 
kind; but it has been delayed till I am indifferent, and cannot 
enjoy it; till I am solitary, and cannot impart it; till Iam known, 
and do not want it. I hope it is no very cynical asperity not to 
confess obligations where no benefit has been received, or to be 
unwilling that the public should consider me as owing that to a 
Patron, which Providence has enabled me to do for myself. 

“ Having carried on my work thus far with so little obligation 
to any favourer of learning, I shall not be disappointed though I 
should conclude it, if less be possible, with less; for I have been 
long wakened from that dream of hope, in which I once boasted 
myself with so much exultation, my Lord, 

“ Your Lordship’s most humble, 


** Most obedient servant, 
“* Sam. JoHNSON ” 


“While this was the talk of the town (says Dr Adams, in a 
letter to me,) I happened to visit Dr Warburton, who, finding 


52 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1755 


that I was acquainted with Johnson, desired me earnestly to 
carry his compliments to him, and to tell him, that he honoured 
him for his manly behaviour in rejecting these condescensions of 
Lord Chesterfield, and for resenting the treatment he had received 
from him with a proper spirit. Johnson was visibly pleased with 
this compliment, for he had always a high opinion of Warburton.” 
Indeed, the force of mind which appeared in this letter, was 
congenial with that which Warburton himself amply possessed. 

Johnson, having now explicitly avowed his opinion of Lord 
Chesterfield, did not refrain from expressing himself concerning 
that nobleman with pointed freedom: ‘“‘ This man, (said he,) I 
thought had been a Lord among wits; but, I find, he is only a 
wit among Lords.” 


The Dictionary completed 

Mr Andrew Millar, bookseller, in the Strand, took the principal 
charge of conducting the publication of Johnson’s Dictionary ; 
and as the patience of the proprietors was repeatedly tried and 
almost exhausted by their expecting that the work would be com- 
pleted within the time which Johnson had sanguinely supposed, 
the learned author was often goaded to despatch, more especially as 
he had received all the copy-money, by different drafts, a con- 
siderable time before he had finished his task. When the messenger 
who carried the last sheet to Millar returned, Johnson asked him, 
“Well, what did he say ?””—‘‘ Sir, (answered the messenger,) 
he said, Thank Gop, I have done with him.”—‘I am glad, 
(replied Johnson with a smile,) that he thanks Gop for any 
thing.” 

The Dictionary, with a Grammar and History of the English 
Language, being now at length published, in two volumes folio, 
the world contemplated with wonder so stupendous a work 
achieved by one man, while other countries had thought such 
undertakings fit only for whole academies. Vast as his powers 
were, I cannot but think that his imagination deceived him, when 
he supposed that by constant application he might have performed 
the task in three years. Let the Preface be attentively perused, 
in which is given, in a clear, strong, and glowing style, a com- 
prehensive, yet particular view of what he had done; and it will 
be evident, that the time he employed upon it was comparatively 
short. J am unwilling to swell my book with long quotations 
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from what is in every body’s hands, and I believe there are few 
prose compositions in the English language that are read with more 
delight, or are more impressed upon the memory, than that pre- 
liminary discourse. 


“Tgnorance, Madam ”’ 

A few of his definitions must be admitted to be erroneous. 
Thus, Windward, and Leeward, though directly of opposite mean- 
ing, are defined identically the same way ; as to which inconsider- 
able specks it is enough to observe, that his Preface announces 
that he was aware there might be many such in so immense a 
work; nor was he at all disconcerted when an instance was 
pointed out to him. A lady once asked him how he came to 
define Pastern the knee of a horse : instead of making an elaborate 
defence, as she expected, he at once answered, “ Ignorance, 
Madam, pure ignorance.’ His definition of Network has often 
been quoted with sportive malignity, as obscuring a thing in 
itself very plain. But to these frivolous censures no other answer 
is necessary than that with which we are furnished by his own 
Preface. ‘‘’To explain, requires the use of terms less abstruse 
than that which is to be explained, and such terms cannot always 
be found. For as nothing can be proved but by supposing some- 
thing intuitively known, and evident without proof, so nothing 
can be defined but by the use of words too plain to admit of 
definition. Sometimes easier words are changed into harder ; as, 
burial, into sepulture or interment; dry, into desiccative; dryness, 
into siccity or aridity; fit, into paroxysm ; for, the easiest word, 
whatever it be, can never be translated into one more easy.” 

His introducing his own opinions, and even prejudices, under 
general definitions of words, while at the same time the original 
meaning of the words is not explained, as his Tory, Whig, 
Pension, Oats, Excise, and a few more, cannot be fully defended, 
and must be placed to the account of capricious and humorous 
indulgence. ‘Talking to me upon this subject when we were at 
Ashbourne in 1777, he mentioned a still stronger instance of the 
predominance of his private feelings in the composition of this 
work, than any now to be found in it. “ You know, Sir, Lord 
Gower forsook the old Jacobite interest. When I came to the 
word Renegado, after telling that it meant ‘one who deserts to the 
enemy, a revolter,’ I added, Sometimes we say a Gower. ‘Thus 
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it went to the press: but the printer had more wit than I, and 
struck it out.” 

Let it, however, be remembered, that this indulgence does not 
display itself only in sarcasm towards others, but sometimes in 
playful allusion to the notions commonly entertained of his own 
laborious task. "Thus; ‘“‘ Grud-street, the name of a street in 
London, much inhabited by writers of small histories, dictionaries, 
and temporary poems; whence any mean production is called 
Grub-street.” —“ Lexicographer, a writer of dictionaries, a harm- 
less drudge,” 


Money Troubles 

In 1756, Johnson found that the great fame of his Dictionary 
had not set him above the necessity of “‘ making provision for the 
day that was passing over him.” No royal or noble patron ex- 
tended a munificent hand to give independence to the man who 
had conferred stability on the language of his country. We may 
feel indignant that there should have been such unworthy neglect ; 
but we must, at the same time, congratulate ourselves, when we 
consider, that to this very neglect, operating to rouse the natural 
indolence of his constitution, we owe many valuable productions, 
which otherwise, perhaps, might never have appeared. 

He had spent, during the progress of the work, the money 
for which he had contracted to write his Dictionary. We have seen 
that the reward of his labour was only fifteen hundred and seventy- 
five pounds; and when the expense of amanuenses and paper, 
and other articles, are deducted, his clear profit was very incon- 
siderable. I once said to him, “ I am sorry, Sir, you did not get 
more for your Dictionary.” His answer was, ‘“‘ I am sorry too. 
But it was very well. ‘The booksellers are generous, liberal- 
minded men.”’ He, upon all occasions, did ample justice to their 
character in this respect. He considered them as the patrons of 
literature; and, indeed, although they have eventually been consider- 
able gainers by his Dictionary, it is to them that we owe its having 
been undertaken and carried through at the risk of great expense, 
for they were not absolutely sure of being indemnified. 


In Defence of Tea 


His defence of tea against Mr Jonas Hanway’s violent attack 
upon that elegant and popular beverage, shews how very well 


Age 47) THE EDITION OF SHAKSPEARE 55 


a man of genius can write upon the slightest subject, when he 
writes, as the Italians say, com amore: I suppose no person ever 
enjoyed with more relish the infusion of that fragrant leaf than 
Johnson. ‘The quantities which he drank of it at all hours were 
so great, that his nerves must have been uncommonly strong, 
not to have been extremely relaxed by such an intemperate use of 
it. He assured me, that he never felt the least inconvenience 
from it; which is a proof that the fault of his constitution was 
rather a too great tension of fibres, than the contrary. Mr 
Hanway wrote an angry answer to Johnson’s review of his Essay 
on ‘Tea, and Johnson, after a full and deliberate pause, made a 
reply to it; the only instance, I believe, in the whole course of 
his life, when he condescended to oppose any thing that was 
written against him. But, indeed, the good Mr Hanway laid 
himself so open to ridicule, that Johnson’s animadversions upon 
his attack were chiefly to make sport. 


The Edition of Shakspeare 

He this year resumed his scheme of giving an edition of Shak- 
speare with notes. He issued proposals of considerable length, 
in which he shewed that he perfectly well knew what a variety 
of research such an undertaking required; but his indolence 
prevented him from pursuing it with that diligence which alone 
can collect those scattered facts, that genius, however acute, 
penetrating, and luminous, cannot discover by its own force. It 
is remarkable, that at this time his fancied activity was for the 
moment so vigorous, that he promised his work should be pub- 
lished before Christmas, 1757. Yet nine years elapsed before it 
saw the light. His throes in bringing it forth had been severe 
and remittent; and at last we may almost conclude that the 
Cesarian operation was performed by the knife of Churchill, 
whose upbraiding satire, 1 dare say, made Johnson’s friends urge 
him to despatch. 


He for subscribers baits his hook, 

And takes your cash; but where’s the book ? 
No matter where; wise fear, you know, 
Forbids the robbing of a foe ; 

But what, to serve our private ends, 

Forbids the cheating of our friends ? 


About this period he was offered a living of considerable value 
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in Lincolnshire, if he were inclined to enter into holy orders. It 
was a rectory in the gift of Mr Langton, the father of his much- 
valued friend. But he did not accept of it; partly I believe from 
a conscientious motive, being persuaded that his temper and 
habits rendered him unfit for that assiduous and familiar instruc- 
tion of the vulgar and ignorant, which he held to be an essential 
duty in a clergyman; and partly because his love of a London 
life was so strong, that he would have thought himself an exile 
in any other place, particularly if residing in the country. 


Dr Burney’s Memories 


Dr Burney has kindly favoured me with the following memor- 
andum, which I take the liberty to insert in his own genuine easy 
style. I love to exhibit sketches of my illustrious friend by various 
eminent hands. 

“Soon after this, Mr Burney, during a visit to the capital, 
had an interview with him in Gough Square, where he dined 
and drank tea with him, and was introduced to the acquaintance 
of Mrs Williams. After dinner, Mr Johnson proposed to Mr 
Burney to go up with him into his garret, which being accepted, 
he there found about five or six Greek folios, a deal writing-desk, 
and a chair and a half. Johnson giving to his guest the entire 
seat, tottered himself on one with only three legs and one arm. 
Here he gave Mr Burney Mrs Williams’s history, and shewed 
him some volumes of his Shakspeare already printed, to prove 
that he was in earnest. Upon Mr Burney’s opening the first 
volume, at the Merchant of Venice, he observed to him, that he 
seemed to be more severe on Warburton than ‘Theobald. ‘O 
poor Tib.! (said Johnson) he was ready knocked down to my 
hands; Warburton stands between me and him.’ ‘ But, Sir, 
(said Mr Burney,) you’ll have Warburton upon your bones, 
~won’t you?’ ‘No, Sir; he'll not come out: he'll only growl 

in his den.” ‘ But you think, Sir, that Warburton is a superior 
critic to Theobald.’ ‘ O, Sir, he’d make two-and-fifty Theobalds, 
cut into slices! ‘The worst of Warburton is, that he has a rage 
for saying something, when there’s nothing to be said..—Mr 
Burney then asked him whether he had seen the letter which 
Warburton had written in answer to a pamphlet addressed ‘ to 
the most impudent man alive.’ He answered in the negative. 
Mr Burney told him, it was supposed to be written by Mallet. 
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The controversy now raged between the friends of Pope and 
Bolingbroke ; and Warburton and Mallet were the leaders of 
the several parties. Mr Burney asked him then if he had seen 
Warburton’s book against Bolingbroke’s Philosophy ? ‘No, Sir; 
I have never read Bolingbroke’s impiety, and therefore am not 
interested about its confutation.’ ” 


“The Idler” 

On the fifteenth of April he began a new periodical paper, 
entitled Te Idler, which came out every Saturday in a weekly 
newspaper, called T’he Universal Chronicle, or Weekly Gazette, 
published by Newbery. ‘These essays were continued till April 5, 
1760. 

The Jdler is evidently the work of the same mind which pro- 
duced the Rambler, but has less body and more spirit. It has 
more variety of real life, and greater facility of language. He 
describes the miseries of idleness, with the lively sensations of 
one who has felt them; and in his private memoranda while 
engaged in it, we find, “This year I hope to learn diligence.” 
Many of these excellent essays were written as hastily as an ordinary 
letter. Mr Langton remembers Johnson, when on a visit at 
Oxford, asking him one evening how long it was till the post 
went out; and on being told about half an hour, he exclaimed, 
“Then we shall do very well.” He upon this instantly sat down 
and finished an Idler, which it was necessary should be in London 
the next day. Mr Langton having signified a wish to read it, 
“* Sir, (said he,) you shall not do more than I have done myself.” 
He then folded it up, and sent it off. 


Death of Johnson’s Mother 

In 1759, in the month of January, his mother died at the great 
age of ninety, an event which deeply affected him ; not that “ his 
mind had acquired no firmness by the contemplation of mortality ” ; 
but that his reverential affection for her was not abated by years, 
as indeed he retained all his tender feelings even to the latest period 
of his life. I have been told, that he regretted much his not 
having gone to visit his mother for several years, previous to her 
death. But he was constantly engaged in literary labours which 
confined him to London; and though he had not the comfort of 
seeing his aged parent, he contributed liberally to her support. 
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“ Rasselas ”’ 


Soon after this event he wrote his Rasse/as, Prince of Abyssinia ; 
concerning the publication of which, Sir John Hawkins guesses 
vaguely and idly, instead of having taken the trouble to inform 
himself with authentic precision. Not to trouble my readers with 
a repetition of the Knight’s reveries, I have to mention, that the 
late Mr Strahan the printer told me, that Johnson wrote it, that 
with the profits he might defray the expense of his mother’s funeral, 
and pay some little debts which she had left. He told Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, that he composed it in the evenings of one weck, sent 
it to the press in portions as it was written, and had never since 
read it over. Mr Strahan, Mr Johnston, and Mr Dodsley, pur- 
chased it for a hundred pounds, but afterwards paid him twenty- 
five pounds more, when it came to a second edition. 

Considering the large sums which have been received for 
compilations, and works requiring not much more genius than 
compilations, we cannot but wonder at the very low price which 
he was content to receive for this admirable performance ; which, 
though he had written nothing else, would have rendered his 
name immortal in the world of literature. None of his writings 
have been so extensively diffused over Europe; for it has been 
translated into most, if not all, of the modern languages. “This 
‘Tale, with all the charms of oriental imagery, and all the force 
and beauty of which the English language is capable, leads us 
through the most important scenes of human life, and shews us 
that this stage of our being is full of “vanity and vexation of 
spirit.” ‘To those who look no farther than the present life, or 
who maintain that human nature has not fallen from the state in 
which it was created, the instruction of this sublime story will be 
of no avail. But they who think justly, and feel with strong 
sensibility, will listen with eagerness and admiration to its truth 
and wisdom. Voltaire’s Candide, written to refute the system of 
Optimism, which it has accomplished with brilliant success, is 
wonderfully similar in its plan and conduct to Johnson’s Rasse/as ; 
insomuch, that I have heard Johnson say, that if they had not 
been published so closely one after the other that there was not 
time for imitation, it would have been in vain to deny that the 
scheme of that which came latest was taken from the other. 
‘Though the proposition illustrated by both these works was the 
same, namely, that in our present state there is more evil than 


as 
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good, the intention of the writers was very different. Voltaire, I 
am afraid, meant only by wanton profaneness to obtain a sportive 
victory over religion, and to discredit the belief of a superintending 
Providence: Johnson meant, by shewing the unsatisfactory 
nature of things temporal, to direct the hopes of man to things 
eternal. Rasse/as, as was observed to me by a very accomplished 
lady, may be considered as a more enlarged and more deeply philo- 
sophical discourse in prose, upon the interesting truth, which in his 
Vanity of Human Wishes he had so successfully enforced in verse. 


Johnson and the Sea 

His negro servant, Francis Barber, having left him, and been 
some time at sea, not pressed as has been supposed, but with his 
own consent, it appears from a letter to John Wilkes, Esq., from 
Dr Smollett, that his master kindly interested himself in procuring 
his release from a state of life of which Johnson always expressed the 
utmost abhorrence. He said, ‘‘ No man will be a sailor who has 
contrivance enough to get himself into a jail; for being in a ship is 
being in a jail, with the chance of being drowned.” And at 
another time, “‘ A man in a jail has more room, better food, and 
commonly better company.” 

Mr Wilkes, who upon all occasions has acted, as a private 
gentleman, with most polite liberality, applied to his friend Sir 
George Hay, then one of the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty; 
and Francis Barber was discharged, as he has told me, without 
any wish of his own. He found his old master in Chambers in 
the Inner Temple, and returned to his service. 


“‘Dissipated and Useless ”’ 

In 1761, Johnson appears to have done little. He was still, 
no doubt, proceeding in his edition of Shakspeare; but what 
advances he made in it cannot be ascertained. He certainly was 
at this time not active; for in his scrupulous examination of him- 
self on Easter eve, he laments, in his too-rigorous mode of censur- 
ing his own conduct, that his life, since the communion of the 
preceding Easter, had been “ dissipated and useless.” 


A Pension from the King 
The accession of George the Third to the throne of these 
kingdoms opened a new and brighter prospect to men of literary 
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merit, who had been honoured with no mark of royal favour in 
the preceding reign. His present Majesty’s education in this 
country, as well as his taste and beneficence, prompted him to 
be the patron of science and the arts; and early this year Johnson 
having been represented to him as a very learned and good man, 
without any certain provision, his Majesty was pleased to grant 
him a pension of three hundred pounds a year. ‘The Earl of 
Bute, who was then Prime Minister, had the honour to announce 
this instance of his Sovereign’s bounty, concerning which, many 
and various stories, all equally erroneous, have been propagated ; 
maliciously representing it as a political bribe to Johnson, to desert 
his avowed principles, and become the tool of a government which 
he held to be founded in usurpation. I have taken care to have 
it in my power to refute them from the most authentic informa- 
tion. Lord Bute told me, that Mr Wedderburne, now Lord 
Loughborough, was the person who first mentioned this subject 
to him. Lord Loughborough told me, that the pension was 
granted to Johnson solely as the reward of his literary merit, 
without any stipulation whatever, or even tacit understanding 
that he should write for administration. His Lordship added, 
that he was confident the political tracts which Johnson afterwards 
did write, as they were entirely consonant with his own opinions, 
would have been written by him, though no pension had been 
granted to him. 

Mr Thomas Sheridan and Mr Murphy, who then lived a good 
deal both with him and Mr Wedderburne, told me, that they 
previously talked with Johnson upon this matter, and that it was 
perfectly understood by all parties that the pension was merely 
honorary. Sir Joshua Reynolds told me, that Johnson called on 
him after his Majesty’s intention had been notified to him, and 
said he wished to consult his friends as to the propriety of his 
accepting this mark of the royal favour, after the definitions which 
he had given in his Dictionary of pension and pensioners. He said 
he should not have Sir Joshua’s answer till the next day, when 
he would call again, and desired he might think of it. Sir Joshua 
answered that he was clear to give his opinion then, that there 
could be no objection to his receiving from the King a reward 
for literary merit; and that certainly the definitions in his Dic- 
tionary were not applicable to him. Johnson, it should seem, was 
satisfied, for he did not call again till he had accepted the pension, 
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and waited on Lord Bute to thank him. He then told Sir Joshua 
that Lord Bute said to him expressly, “ It is not given you for 
anything you are to do, but for what you have done.” His 
Lordship, he said, behaved in the handsomest manner. He 
repeated the words twice that he might be sure Johnson heard 
them, and thus set his mind perfectly at ease. ‘This nobleman, 
who has been so virulently abused, acted with great honour in 
this instance, and displayed a mind truly liberal. A minister of 
a more narrow and selfish disposition would have availed himself 
of such an opportunity to fix an implied obligation on a man of 
Johnson’s powerful talents to give him his support. 


The Visit to Plymouth 

This year his friend Sir Joshua Reynolds paid a visit of some 
weeks to his native county, Devonshire, in which he was accom- 
panied by Johnson, who was much pleased with his jaunt, and 
declared he had derived from it a great accession of new ideas. 
He was entertained at the seats of several noblemen and gentle- 
men in the west of England; but the greatest part of this time 
was passed at Plymouth, where the magnificence of the navy, the 
ship-building, and all its circumstances, afforded him a grand 
subject of contemplation. ‘The Commissioner of the Dockyard 
paid him the compliment of ordering the yacht to convey him and 
his friend to the Eddystone, to which they accordingly sailed. 
But the weather was so tempestuous that they could not land. 

Reynolds and he were at this time the guests of Dr Mudge, 
the celebrated surgeon, and now physician of that place, not more 
distinguished for quickness of parts and variety of knowledge, 
than loved and esteemed for his amiable manners; and here 
Johnson formed an acquaintance with Dr Mudge’s father, that 
very eminent divine, the Reverend Zachary Mudge, Prebendary 
of Exeter, who was idolized in the west, both for his excellence 
as a preacher and the uniform perfect propriety of his private 
conduct. He preached a sermon purposely that Johnson might 
hear him; and we shall see afterwards that Johnson honoured 
his memory by drawing his character. While Johnson was at 
Plymouth, he saw a great many of its inhabitants, and was not 
sparing of his very entertaining conversation. It was here that 
he made that frank and truly original confession, that “ ignorance, 
pure ignorance,” was the cause of a wrong definition in his 
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Dictionary of the word pastern, to the no small surprise of the lady 
who put the question to him; who, having the most profound 
reverence for his character, so as almost to suppose him endowed 
with infallibility, expected to hear an explanation (of what, to 
be sure, seemed strange to a common reader) drawn from some 
deep-learned source with which she was unacquainted. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds, to whom I was obliged for my information 
concerning this excursion, mentions a very characteristical anec- 
dote of Johnson while at Plymouth. Having observed, that in 
consequence of the Dockyard a new town had arisen about two 
miles off as a rival to the old; and knowing from his sagacity, and 
just observation of human nature, that it is certain if a man hates 
at all, he will hate his next neighbour; he concluded that this 
new and rising town could not but excite the envy and jealousy 
of the old, in which conjecture he was very soon confirmed ; he 
therefore set himself resolutely on the side of the old town, the 
established town, in which his lot was cast, considering it as a 
kind of duty to stand dy it. He accordingly entered warmly 
into its interests, and upon every occasion talked of the dockers, 
as the inhabitants of the new town were called, as upstarts and 
aliens. Plymouth is very plentifully supplied with water by a 
river brought into it from a great distance, which is so abundant, 
that it runs to waste in the town. "The Dock, or New-town, 
being totally destitute of water, petitioned Plymouth that a small 
portion of the conduit might be permitted to go to them, and 
this was now under consideration. Johnson, affecting to enter- 
tain the passions of the place, was violent in opposition; and 
half-laughing at himself for his pretended zeal, where he had 
no concern, exclaimed, “ No, no! I am against the dockers; I 
am a Plymouth-man. Rogues! let them die of thirst. ‘They 


shall not have a drop!” 


Boswell first meets his Hero 

[1763] This is to me a memorable year; for in it I had the 
happiness to obtain the acquaintance of that extraordinary man 
whose memoirs I am now writing; an acquaintance which I 
shall ever esteem as one of the most fortunate circumstances in 
my life. ‘Though then but two-and-twenty, I had for several 
years read his works with delight and instruction, and had the 
highest reverence for their author, which had grown up in my 
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fancy into a kind of mysterious veneration, by figuring to myself 
a state of solemn elevated abstraction, in which I supposed him 
to live in the immense metropolis of London. 


Mr Davies’s Back-parlour 

Mr Thomas Davies, the actor, who then kept a bookseller’s 
shop in Russell Street, Covent Garden, told me that Johnson 
was very much his friend, and came frequently to his house, 
where he more than once invited me to meet him; but by 
some unlucky accident or other he was prevented from coming 
to us. 

At last, on Monday the 16th of May, when I was sitting in 
Mr Davies’s back-parlour, after having drunk tea with him and 
Mrs Davies, Johnson unexpectedly came into the shop; and 
Mr Davies having perceived him through the glass-door in the 
room in which we were sitting, advancing towards us,—he an- 
nounced his awful approach to me, somewhat in the manner of 
an actor in the part of Horatio, when he addresses Hamlet on 
the appearance of his father’s ghost, “ Look, my lord, it comes.” 
I found that I had a very perfect idea of Johnson’s figure, from 
the portrait of him painted by Sir Joshua Reynolds soon after 
he had published his Dictionary, in the attitude of sitting in his 
easy chair in deep meditation; which was the first picture his 
friend did for him, which Sir Joshua very kindly presented to me. 
Mr Davies mentioned my name, and respectfully introduced me 
to him. I was much agitated; and recollecting his prejudice 
against the Scotch, of which I had heard much, I said to Davies, 
“Don’t tell where I come from.’’—‘ From Scotland,” cried 
Davies, roguishly. “‘ Mr Johnson (said I,) I do, indeed, come 
from Scotland, but I cannot help it.’ I am willing to flatter 
myself that I meant this as light pleasantry to soothe and conciliate 
him, and not as a humiliating abasement at the expense of my 
country. But however that might be, this speech was somewhat 
unlucky; for with that quickness of wit for which he was so 
remarkable, he seized the expression “come from Scotland,” 
which I used in the sense of being of that country; and, as if I 
had said that I had come away from it, or left it, retorted, “ That, 
Sir, I find, is what a very great many of your countrymen cannot 
help.” This stroke stunned me a good deal; and when we had 
sat down, I felt myself not a little embarrassed, and apprehensive 
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of what might come next. He then addressed himself to Davies : 
“What do you think of Garrick? he has refused me an order 
for the play for Miss Williams, because he knows the house will 
be full, and that an order would be worth three shillings.” Eager 
to take any opening to get into conversation with him, I ventured 
to say, “O, Sir, I cannot think Mr Garrick would grudge such 
a trifle to you.”—“‘ Sir, (said he, with a stern look,) I have known 
David Garrick longer than you have done: and I know no right 
you have to talk to me on the subject.” Perhaps I deserved this 
check ; for it was rather presumptuous in me, an entire stranger, 
to express any doubt of the justice of his animadversion upon his 
old acquaintance and pupil. I now felt myself much mortified, 
and began to think that the hope which I had long indulged 
of obtaining his acquaintance was blasted. And, in truth, had 
not my ardour been uncommonly strong and my resolution un- 
commonly persevering, so rough a reception might have deterred 
me for ever from making any farther attempts. Fortunately, 
however, I remained upon the field not wholly discomfited ; and 
was soon rewarded by hearing some of his conversation, of which 
I preserved the following short minute, without marking the 
questions and observations by which it was produced. 

“People (he remarked) may be taken in once, who imagine 
that an author is greater in private life than other men. Un- 
common parts require uncommon opportunities for their exertion. 

“In barbarous society, superiority of parts is of real conse- 
quence. Great strength or great wisdom is of much value to an 
individual. But in more polished times there are people to do 
every thing for money; and there are a number of other superi- 
orities, such as those of birth and fortune, and rank, that dissipate 
men’s attention, and leave no extraordinary share of respect for 
personal and intellectual superiority. This is wisely ordered by 
Providence, to preserve some equality among mankind.” 

I was highly pleased with the extraordinary vigour of his con- 
versation, and regretted that I was drawn away from it by an 
engagement at another place. I had, for a part of the evening, 
been left alone with him, and had ventured to make an observa- 
tion now and then, which he received very civilly; so that I was 
satisfied that, though there was a roughness in his manner, there 
was no ill-nature in his disposition. Davies followed me to the ' 
door, and when I complained to him a little of the hard blows 
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which the great man had given me, he kindly took upon him to 
console me, by saying, ““ Don’t be uneasy. I can see he likes you 
very well.” 


“The Giant in his Den” 

A few days afterwards I called on Davies, and asked him if he 
thought I might take the liberty of waiting on Mr Johnson at his 
chambers in the Temple. He said I certainly might, and that 
Mr Johnson would take it as a compliment. So upon Tuesday 
the 24th of May, after having been enlivened by the witty sallies 
of Messieurs Thornton, Wilkes, Churchill, and Lloyd, with 
whom I had passed the morning, I boldly repaired to Johnson. 
His Chambers were on the first floor of No. 1, Inner-Temple 
Lane, and I entered them with an impression, given me by the 
Rey. Dr Blair, of Edinburgh, who had been introduced to him 
not long before, and described his having “ found the Giant in 
his den”; an expression, which, when I came to be pretty well 
acquainted with Johnson, I repeated to him, and he was diverted 
at this picturesque account of himself. 

He received me very courteously; but, it must be confessed, 
that his apartment, and furniture, and morning dress, were suffi- 
ciently uncouth. His brown suit of clothes looked very rusty ; 
he had on a little old shrivelled unpowdered wig, which was 
too small for his head; his shirt-neck and knees of his breeches 
were loose ; his black worsted stockings ill drawn up; and he had 
a pair of unbuckled shoes by way of slippers. But all these 
slovenly particularities were forgotten the moment that he began 
to talk. Some gentlemen, whom I do not recollect, were sitting 
with him; and when they went away, I also arose; but he said 
to me, ‘“* Nay, don’t go.”—*‘ Sir, (said I) I am afraid that I intrude 
upon you. It is benevolent to allow me to sit and hear you.” 
He seemed pleased with this compliment, which I sincerely paid 
him, and answered, “ Sir, I am obliged to any man who visits 
me.”’—I have preserved the following short minute of what passed 
this day : 

“* Madness frequently discovers itself merely by unnecessary 
deviation from the usual modes of the world. My poor friend 
Smart shewed the disturbance of his mind, by falling upon his 
knees, and saying his prayers in the street, or in any other unusual 
place. Now although, rationally speaking, it is greater madness 
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not to pray at all, than to pray as Smart did, I am afraid there 
are so many who do not pray, that their understanding is not 
called in question.” 


Smart the Poet 

Concerning this unfortunate poet, Christopher Smart, who was 
confined in a madhouse, he had, at another time, the following 
conversation with Dr Burney.—Burney: How does poor Smart 
do, Sir; is he likely to recover?’ Jounson: “ It seems as if his 
mind had ceased to struggle with the disease; for he grows fat 
upon it.” Burney: “ Perhaps, Sir, that may be from want of 
exercise.” JoHnson: ‘‘ No, Sir; he has partly as much exercise 
as he used to have, for he digs in the garden. Indeed, before his 
confinement, he used for exercise to walk to the ale-house; but 
he was carried back again. I did not think he ought to be shut 
up. His infirmities were not noxious to society. He insisted on 
people praying with him; and I’d as lief pray with Kit Smart as 
any one else. Another charge was, that he did not love clean 
linen ; and I have no passion for it.” 

Johnson continued. “ Mankind had a great aversion to intel- 
lectual labour; but even supposing knowledge to be easy attain- 
able, more people would be content to be ignorant than would 
take even a little trouble to acquire it. 

“The morality of an action depends on the motive from which 
we act. If I fling half a crown to a beggar, with intention to 
break his head, and he picks it up and buys victuals with it, the 
physical effect is good; but, with respect to me, the action is 
very wrong. So, religious exercises, if not performed with an 
intention to please Gop, avail us nothing. As our Saviour says 
of those who perform them from other motives, * Verily, they have 
their reward.’ ” 

Talking of Garrick, he said, “‘ He is the first man in the world 
for sprightly conversation.” 

When I rose a second time he again pressed me to stay, which 
I did. 

He told me, that he generally went abroad at four in the after- 
noon, and seldom came home till two in the morning. I took the 
liberty to ask if he did not think it wrong to live thus, and not 
make more use of his great talents. He owned it was a bad habit. 
On reviewing, at the distance of many years, my journal of this 
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_ period, I wonder how, at my first visit, I ventured to talk to him 
so freely, and that he bore it with so much indulgence. 

Before we parted, he was so good as to promise to favour me 
with his company one evening at my lodgings; and as I took my 
leave, shook me cordially by the hand. It is almost needless to 
add, that I felt no little elation at having now so happily established 
an acquaintance of which I had been so long ambitious. 

My readers will, I trust, excuse me for being thus minutely 
circumstantial, when it is considered that the acquaintance of Dr 
Johnson was to me a most valuable acquisition, and laid the 
foundation of whatever instruction and entertainment they may 
receive from my collections concerning the great subject of the 
work which they are now perusing. 


The Second Visit 

I did not visit him again till Monday, June 13, at which time 
I recollect no part of his conversation, except that when I told 
him I had been to see Johnson ride upon three horses, he said, 
“ Such a man, Sir, should be encouraged ; for his performances 
shew the extent of the human powers in one instance, and thus 
tend to raise our opinion of the faculties of man. He shews what 
may be attained by persevering application; so that every man 
may hope, that by giving as much application, although perhaps 
he may never ride three horses at a time, or dance upon a wire, 
yet he may be equally expert in whatever profession he has chosen 
to pursue.” 

He again shook me by the hand at parting, and asked me why 
I did not come oftener to him. ‘Trusting that I was now in his 
good graces, I answered, that he had not given me much encourage- 
ment, and reminded him of the check I had received from him 
at our first interview. ‘“* Poh, Poh! (said he, with a complacent 
smile,) never mind these things. Come to me as often as you can. 
I shall be glad to see you.” 


An Accidental Meeting 

A revolution of some importance in my plan of life had just 
taken place; for instead of procuring a commission in the foot- 
guards, which was my own inclination, I had, in compliance with 
my father’s wishes, agreed to study the law, and was soon to set 
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out for Utrecht, to-hear the lectures of an excellent Civilian in that 
university, and then to proceed on my travels. ‘Though very 
desirous of obtaining Dr Johnson’s advice and instruction on the 
mode of pursuing my studies, I was at this time so occupied, shall 
I call it? or so dissipated, by the amusements of London, that 
our next meeting was not till Saturday, June 25, when happening 
to dine at Clifton’s eating-house, in Butcher Row, I was surprised 
to perceive Johnson come in and take his seat at another table. 
The mode of dining, or rather being fed, at such houses in London, 
is well known to many to be particularly unsocial, as there is no 
Ordinary, or united company, but each person has his own mess, 
and is under no obligation to hold any intercourse with any one. 
A liberal and full-minded man, however, who loves to talk, will 
break through this churlish and unsocial restraint. Johnson and 
an Irish gentleman got into a dispute concerning the cause of some 
part of mankind being black. “‘ Why, Sir (said Johnson,) it has 
been accounted for in three ways: either by supposing that they 
are the posterity of Ham, who was cursed; or that Gop at first 
created two kinds of men, one black and another white; or that 
by the heat of the sun the skin is scorched, and so acquires a sooty 
hue. ‘This matter has been much canvassed among naturalists, 
but has never been brought to any certain issue.”” What the 
Irishman said is totally obliterated from my mind; but I remember 
that he became very warm and intemperate in his expressions : 
upon which Johnson rose, and quietly walked away. When he 
had retired, his antagonist took his revenge, as he thought, by 
saying, ““ He has a most ungainly figure, and an affectation of 
pomposity, unworthy of a man of genius.” 


Supper at the Mitre 

Johnson had not observed that I was in the room. I followed 
him, however, and he agreed to meet me in the evening at the 
Mitre. I called on him, and we went thither at nine. We had 
a good supper, and port wine, of which he then sometimes drank 
a bottle. ‘The orthodox high-church sound of the Mirre,—the 
figure and manner of the celebrated Samugt JoHNson,—the extra- 
ordinary power and precision of his conversation, and the pride 
arising from finding myself admitted as his companion, produced 
a variety of sensations, and a pleasing elevation of mind beyond 
what I had ever before experienced. I find in my journal the 
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following minute of our conversation, which, though it will give 
but a very faint notion of what passed, is, in some degrees, a valu- 
able record ; and it will be curious in this view, as shewing how 
eget to his mind were some opinions which appear in his 
works. 


Gray’s Poetry 

_ “Sir, Ido not think Gray a first-rate poet. He has not a bold 
imagination, nor much command of words. ‘The obscurity in 
which he has involved himself will not persuade us that he is 
sublime. His Elegy in @ Church-yard has a happy selection of 
images, but I don’t like what are called his great things. His 
Ode which begins 


Ruin seize thee, ruthless King, 
Confusion on thy banners wait ! 


has been celebrated for its abruptness, and plunging into the 
subject all at once. But such arts as these have no merit, unless 
when they are original. We admire them only once; and this 
abruptness has nothing new in it. We have had it often before. 
Nay, we have it in the old song of Johnny Armstrong : 


Is there ever a man in all Scotland 
From the highest estate to the lowest degree, etc. 


And then, Sir, 


Yes, there is a man in Westmoreland, 
And Johnny Armstrong they do him call. 


There, now, you plunge at once into the subject. You have no 
previous narration to lead you to it—The two next lines in that 
Ode are, I think, very good, 


Though fann’d by conquest’s crimson wing, 
They mock the air with idle state. 


Here let it be observed, that although his opinion of Gray’s 
poetry was widely different from mine, and I believe from that 
of most men of taste, by whom it is with justice highly admired, 
there is certainly much absurdity in the clamour which has been 
raised, as if he had been culpably injurious to the merit of that 
bard, and had been actuated by envy. Alas! ye little short- 
sighted critics, could Johnson be envious of the talents of any of 
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his contemporaries? That his opinion on this subject was what 
in private and in public he uniformly expressed, regardless of 
what others might think, we may wonder, and perhaps regret ; 
but it is shallow and unjust to charge him with expressing what 
he did not think. 

Our conversation proceeded. “‘ Sir (said he,) I am a friend 
to subordination, as most conducive to the happiness of society. 
There is a reciprocal pleasure in governing and being governed.” 

“Dr Goldsmith is one of the first men we now have as an 
author, and he is a very worthy man too. He has been loose in 
his principles, but he is coming right.” 


Goldsmith 

As Dr Oliver Goldsmith will frequently appear in this narrative, 
I shall endeavour to make my readers in some degree acquainted 
with his singular character. He was a native of Ireland, and a 
contemporary with Mr Burke, at Trinity College, Dublin, but 
did not then give much promise of future celebrity. He, how- 
ever, observed to Mr Malone, that “ though he made no great 
figure in mathematics, which was a study in much repute there, 
he could turn an Ode of Horace into English better than any of 
them.” He afterwards studied physic at Edinburgh, and upon 
the Continent, and I have been informed, was enabled to pursue 
his travels on foot, partly by demanding at Universities to enter 
the lists as a disputant, by which, according to the custom of 
many of them, he was entitled to the premium of a crown, when 
luckily for him his challenge was not accepted; so that, as I 
once observed to Dr Johnson, he disputed his passage through 
Europe. He then came to England, and was employed succes- 
sively in the capacities of an usher to an academy, a corrector 
of the press, a reviewer, and a writer for a newspaper. He 
had sagacity enough to cultivate assiduously the acquaintance of 
Johnson, and his faculties were gradually enlarged by the con- 
templation of sucha model. To me and many others it appeared 
that he studiously copied the manner of Johnson, though, indeed, 
upon a smaller scale. 

At this time, I think he had published nothing with his name, 
though it was pretty generally known that ome Dr Goldsmith was 
the author of 42 Inquiry into the present State of polite Learning 
in Europe, and of The Citizen of the World, a series of letters 
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supposed to be written from London by a Chinese. No man had 
the art of displaying with more advantage as a writer, whatever 
literary acquisitions he made. Nihil quod tetigit non ornavit. 
His mind resembled a fertile, but thin soil. There was a quick, 
but not a strong vegetation, of whatever chanced to be thrown 
upon it. No deep root could be struck. ‘The oak of the forest 
did not grow there; but the elegant shrubbery and the fragrant 
parterre appeared in gay succession. It has been generally cir- 
culated and believed that he was a mere fool in conversation ; but 
in truth, this has been greatly exaggerated. 


“The Vicar of Wakefield ”’ 

He, I am afraid, had no settled system of any sort, so that his 
conduct must not be strictly scrutinized ; but his affections were 
social and generous, and when he had money he gave it away very 
liberally. His desire of imaginary consequence predominated 
over his attention to truth. When he began to rise into notice, he 
said he had a brother who was Dean of Durham, a fiction so 
easily detected, that it was wonderful how he should have been 
so inconsiderate as to hazard it. He boasted to me at this time, 
of the power of his pen in commanding money, which I believe 
was true in a certain degree, though in the instance he gave he 
was by no means correct. He told me that he had sold a novel 
for four hundred pounds. This was his Vicar of Wakefield. 
But Johnson informed me, that he had made the bargain for 
Goldsmith, and the price was sixty pounds. ‘“ And, Sir (said he,) 
a sufficient price too, when it was sold; for then the fame of 
Goldsmith had not been elevated, as it afterward was, by his 
Traveller; and the bookseller had such faint hopes of profit by 
his bargain, that he kept the manuscript by him a long time, and 
did not publish it till after the Trave//er had appeared. ‘Then, 
to be sure, it was accidentally worth more money.” 

Mrs Piozzi and Sir John Hawkins have strangely mis-stated 
the history of Goldsmith’s situation and Johnson’s friendly inter- 
ference, when this novel was sold. I shall give it authentically 
from Johnson’s own exact narration : 

“IT received one morning a message from poor Goldsmith that 
he was in great distress, and as it was not in his power to come 
to me, begging that I would come to him as soon as possible. I 
sent him a guinea, and promised to come to him directly. I 
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accordingly went as soon as I was drest, and found that his land- 
lady had arrested him for his rent, at which he was in a violent 
passion. I perceived that he had already changed my guinea, 
and had got a bottle of Madeira and a glass before him. I put 
the cork into the bottle, desired he would be calm, and began to 
talk to him of the means by which he might be extricated. He 
then told me that he had a novel ready for the press, which he 
produced to me. I looked into it, and saw its merit; told the 
landlady I should soon return, and having gone to a bookseller, 
sold it for sixty pounds. I brought Goldsmith the money, and 
he discharged his rent, not without rating his landlady in a high 
tone for having used him so ill.” 

My next meeting with Johnson was on Friday, the 1st of July, 
when he and I and Dr Goldsmith supped at the Mitre. I was 
before this time pretty well acquainted with Goldsmith, who was 
one of the brightest ornaments of the Johnsonian school. Gold- 
smith’s respectful attachment to Johnson was then at its height ; 
for his own literary reputation had not yet distinguished him so 
much as to excite a vain desire of competition with his great 
Master. He had increased my admiration of the goodness of 
Johnson’s heart, by incidental remarks in the course of conversa- 
tion; such as, when I mentioned Mr Levet, whom he enter- 
tained under his roof, “‘ He is poor and honest, which is recom- 
mendation enough to Johnson”; and when I wondered that he 
was very kind to a man of whom I had heard a very bad character, 
““ He is now become miserable, and that insures the protection of 
Johnson.” 

Goldsmith attempting this evening to maintain, I suppose from 
an affectation of paradox, “ that knowledge was not desirable on 
its own account, for it often was a source of unhappiness” ;— 
Jounson : “ Why, Sir, that knowledge may in some cases produce 
unhappiness, I allow. But, upon the whole, knowledge, per se, 
is certainly an object which every man would wish to attain, al- 
though, perhaps, he may not take the trouble necessary for attain- 
ing it.” 

Let me here apologize for the imperfect manner in which I am 
obliged to exhibit Johnson’s conversation at this period. In the 
early part of my acquaintance with him I was so rapt in admiration 
of his extraordinary colloquial talents, and so little accustomed to 
his peculiar mode of expression, that I found it extremely difficult 
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to recollect and record his conversation with its genuine vigour 
and vivacity. In progress of time, when my mind was, as it were, 
strongly impregnated with the Fohnsonian ether, 1 could, with 
much facility and exactness, carry in my memory and commit to 
paper the exuberant variety of his wisdom and wit. 


Johnson on London 

Talking of London, he observed, “ Sir, if you wish to have a 
just notion of the magnitude of this city, you must not be satis- 
fied with seeing its great streets and squares, but must survey 
the innumerable little lanes and courts. It is not in the showy 
evolutions of buildings, but in the multiplicity of human habita- 
tions, which are crowded together, that the wonderful immensity 
of London consists.”—I have often amused myself with think- 
ing how different a place London is to different people. ‘They, 
whose narrow minds are contracted to the consideration of some 
one particular pursuit, view it only through that medium. A 
politician thinks of it merely as the seat of government in its 
different departments; a grazier as a vast market for cattle; a 
mercantile man, as a place where a prodigious deal of business is 
done upon ’Change; a dramatic enthusiast, as the grand scene 
of theatrical entertainments ; a man of pleasure, as an assemblage 
of taverns, and the great emporium for ladies of easy virtue. But 
the intellectual man is struck with it as comprehending the whole 
of human life in all its variety, the contemplation of which is 
inexhaustible. 


Trouble with the Landlord 

On Wednesday, July 6, he was engaged to sup with me at my 
lodgings in Downing Street, Westminster. But on the preceding 
night, my landlord having behaved very rudely to me and some 
company who were with me, I resolved not to remain another 
night in his house. I was exceedingly uneasy at the awkward 
appearance I supposed I should make to Johnson and the other 
gentlemen whom I had invited, not being able to receive them 
at home, and being obliged to order supper at the Mitre. I went 
to Johnson in the morning, and talked of it as of a serious distress. 
He laughed, and said, “‘ Consider, Sir, how insignificant this will 
appear a twelvemonth hence.”——Were this consideration to be 
applied to most of the little vexatious incidents of life, by which 
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our quiet is too often disturbed, it would prevent many painful 
sensations. I have tried it frequently with good effect. 


“The King can do no Wrong ”’ 

I had, as my guests this evening at the Mitre tavern, Dr Johnson, 
Dr Goldsmith, Mr Thomas Davies, Mr Eccles, an Irish gentle- 
man, for whose agreeable company I was obliged to Mr Davies, 
and the Reverend Mr John Ogilvie, who was desirous of being 
in company with my illustrious friend, while I, in my turn, was 
proud to have the honour of shewing one of my countrymen upon 
what easy terms Johnson permitted me to live with him. 

Goldsmith, as usual, endeavoured, with too much eagerness, 
to shine, and disputed very warmly with Johnson against the 
well-known maxim of the British constitution, “the King can 
do no wrong”; affirming, that “ what was morally false could 
not be politically true; and as the King might, in the exercise of 
his regal power, command and cause the doing of what was wrong, 
it certainly might be said, in sense and in reason, that he could 
do wrong.” Jounson: “ Sir, you are to consider, that in our 
constitution, according to its true principles, the King is the 
head; he is supreme; he is above everything, and there is no 
power by which he can be tried. ‘Therefore, it is, Sir, that we 
hold the King can do no wrong; that whatever may happen to 
be wrong in government may not be above our reach, by being 
ascribed to Majesty. Redress is always to be had against oppres- 
sion by punishing the immediate agents. “The King, though he 
should command, cannot force a Judge to condemn a man un- 
justly ; therefore it is the Judge whom we prosecute and punish. 
Political institutions are formed upon the consideration of what 
will most frequently tend to the good of the whole, although now 
and then exceptions may occur. ‘Thus it is better in general that 
a nation should have a supreme legislative power, although it 
may at times be abused. And then, Sir, there is this considera- 
tion, that if the abuse be enormous, Nature will rise up, and, claiming 
her original rights, overturn a corrupt political system’? 1 mark 
this animated sentence with peculiar pleasure, as a noble instance 
of that truly dignified spirit of freedom which ever glowed in 
his heart, though he was charged with slavish tenets by superficial 
observers ; because he was at all times indignant against that false 
patriotism, that pretended love of freedom, that unruly restlessness, 
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which is inconsistent with the stable authority of any good govern- 
ment. 


Scottish Prospects 

Mr Ogilvie was unlucky enough to choose for the topic of his 
conversation the praises of his native country. He began with 
saying, that there was very rich land around Edinburgh. Gold- 
smith, who had studied physic there, contradicted this, very 
untruly, with a sneering laugh. Disconcerted a little by this, 
Mr Ogilvie then took new ground, where, I suppose, he thought 
himself perfectly safe ; for he observed, that Scotland had a great 
many noble wild prospects. Jounson: “I believe, Sir, you have a 
great many. Norway, too, has noble wild prospects ; and Lapland 
is remarkable for prodigious noble wild prospects. But, Sir, let me 
tell you, the noblest prospect which a Scotchman ever sees, is the high 
road that leads him to England!” ‘This unexpected and pointed 
sally produced a roar of applause. After all, however, those who 
admire the rude grandeur of Nature, cannot deny it to Caledonia. 


The Weather 

On Saturday, July 9, I found Johnson surrounded with a 
numerous levee, but have not preserved any part of his conversa- 
tion. On the 14th we had another evening by ourselves at the 
Mitre. It happening to be a very rainy night, I made some 
common-place observations on the relaxation of nerves and depres- 
sion of spirits which such weather occasioned ; adding, however, 
that. it was good for the vegetable creation. Johnson, who, as 
we have already seen, denied that the temperature of the air had 
any influence on the human frame, answered, with a smile of 
ridicule, “‘ Why, yes, Sir, it is good for vegetables, and for the 
animals who eat those vegetables, and for the animals who eat those 
animals.” This observation of his aptly enough introduced a good 
supper; and I soon forgot, in Johnson’s company, the influence 
of a moist atmosphere. 


A Man of the World 

Feeling myself now quite at ease as his companion, though I 
had all possible reverence for him, I expressed a regret that I 
could not be so easy with my father, though he was not much 
older than Johnson, and certainly, however respectable, had not 
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more learning and greater abilities to depress me. I asked him 
the reason of this. Jounson: ‘‘ Why, Sir, I am a man of the 
world. [I live in the world, and I take, in some degree, the colour 
of the world as it moves along. Your father is a Judge in a 
remote part of the island, and all his notions are taken from the 
old world. Besides, Sir, there must always be a struggle between 
a father and son, while one aims at power and the other at inde- 
pendence.” I said, I was afraid my father would force me to be 
a lawyer. Jounson: “ Sir, you need not be afraid of his forcing 
you to be a laborious practising lawyer; that is not in his power. 
For as the proverb says, “One man may lead a horse to the water, 
but twenty cannot make him drink.’ He may be displeased that 
you are not what he wishes you to be ; but that displeasure will not 
go far. If he insists only on your having as much law as is neces- 
sary for a man of property, and then endeavours to get you into 
Parliament, he is quite in the right.” 

He enlarged very convincingly upon the excellence of rhyme 
over blank verse in English poetry. I mentioned to him that 
Dr Adam Smith, in his lectures upon composition, when I studied 
under him in the College of Glasgow, had maintained the same 
opinion strenuously, and I repeated some of his arguments. 
Jounson : “‘ Sir, I was once in company with Smith, and we did 
not take to each other; but had I known that he loved rhyme 
as much as you tell me he does, I should have HuccEp him.” 


How to Read 

** Tdleness is a disease that must be combated; but I would 
not advise a rigid adherence to a particular plan of study. I 
myself have never persisted in any plan for two days together. 
A man ought to read just as inclination leads him; for what he 
reads as a task will do him little good. A young man should read 
five hours in a day, and so may acquire a great deal of knowledge.” 

To a man of vigorous intellect and ardent curiosity like his 
own, reading without a regular plan may be beneficial; though 
even such a man must submit to it, if he would attain a full under- 
standing of any of the sciences. 


On keeping a Journal 
He recommended me to keep a journal of my life, full and 
unreserved. He said it would be a very good exercise, and would 
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yield me great satisfaction when the particulars were faded from 
my remembrance. I was uncommonly fortunate in having had 
a previous coincidence of opinion with him upon this subject, for 
I had kept such a journal for some time; and it was no sinall 
pleasure to me to have this to tell him, and to receive his approba- 
tion. He counselled me to keep it private, and said I might 
surely have a friend who would burn it in case of my death. 
From this habit I have been enabled to give the world so many 
anecdotes, which would otherwise have been lost to posterity. 
I mentioned that I was afraid I put into my journal too many 
little incidents. Jounson: “ There is nothing, Sir, too little for 
so little a creature as man. It is by studying little things that we 
attain the great art of having as little misery and as much happiness 
as possible.” 


The Great Cham’s Library 

Mr Levet this day shewed me Dr Johnson’s library, which was 
contained in two garrets over his Chambers, where Lintot, son 
of the celebrated bookseller of that name, had formerly his ware- 
house. I found a number of good books, but very dusty and in 
great confusion. ‘The floor was strewed with manuscript leaves, 
in Johnson’s own hand-writing, which I beheld with a degree of 
veneration, supposing they perhaps might contain portions of the 
Rambler, or of Rasse/as. 1 observed an apparatus for chymical 
experiments, of which Johnson was all his life very fond. The 
place seemed to be very favourable for retirement and meditation. 
Johnson told me, that he went up thither without mentioning it 
to his servant when he wanted to study, secure from interruption ; 
for he would not allow his servant to say he was not at home 
when he really was. ‘“‘ A servant’s strict regard to truth (said he) 
must be weakened by such a practice. A philosopher may know 
that it is merely a form of denial; but few servants are such nice 
distinguishers. If I accustom a servant to tell a lie for me, have 
I not reason to apprehend that he will tell many lies for 4im- 
self?” Iam, however, satisfied that every servant, of any degree 
of intelligence, understands saying his master is not at home, not 
at all as the affirmative of a fact, but as customary words, intimat- 
ing that his master wishes not to be seen; so that there can be no 
bad effect from it, 


78 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1763 


Of Pity 

On Wednesday, July 20, Dr Johnson, Mr Dempster, and my 
uncle Dr Boswell, who happened to be now in London, supped 
with me at these chambers. Jounnson: “ Pity is not natural to 
man. Children are always cruel. Savages are always cruel. 
Pity is acquired and improved by the cultivation of reason. We 
may have uneasy sensations from seeing a creature in distress, 
without pity; for we have not pity unless we wish to relieve 
them. When I am on my way to dine with a friend, and finding 
it late, have bid the coachman make haste, if I happen to attend 
when he whips his horses, I may feel unpleasantly that the animals 
are put to pain, but I do not wish him: to desist. No, Sir, I wish 
him to drive on.” 


Money and Merit 

Rousseau’s treatise on the inequality of mankind was at this 
time a fashionable topic. It gave rise to an observation by Mr 
Dempster, that the advantages of fortune and rank were nothing 
to a wise man, who ought to value only merit. Jounson: “ If 
man were a savage, living in the woods by himself, this might be 
true; but in civilized society we all depend upon each other, 
and our happiness is very much owing to the good opinion of 
mankind. Now, Sir, in civilized society, external advantages 
make us more respected. A man with a good coat upon his back 
meets with a better reception than he who has a bad one. Sir, 
you may analyze this, and say what is there in it? But that will 
avail you nothing, for it is a part of a general system. Pound 
St Paul’s Church into atoms, and consider any single atom; it is, 
to be sure, good for nothing: but, put all these atoms together, 
and you have St Paul’s Church. So it is with human felicity, 
which is made up of many ingredients, each of which may be 
shewn to be very insignificant. In civilized society, personal 
merit will not serve you so much as money will. Sir, you may 
make the experiment. Go into the street, and give one man a 
lecture on morality, and another a shilling, and see which will 
respect you most. If you wish only to support nature, Sir William 
Petty fixes your allowance at £3 a year; but as times are much 
altered, let us call it £6. ‘This sum will fill your belly, shelter 
you from the weather, and even get you a strong lasting coat, 
supposing it to be made of good bull’s hide. Now, Sir, all beyond 
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this is artificial, and is desired in order to obtain a greater degree 
of respect from our fellow-creatures. And, Sir, if £600 a year 
procure a man more consequence, and, of course, more happiness, 
than £6 a year, the same proportion will hold as to £6000, and so 
on, as far as opulence can be carried. Perhaps he who has a large 
fortune may not be so happy as he who has a small one; but that 
must proceed from other causes than from his having the large for- 
tune: for, ceteris paribus, he who is rich in a civilized society, 
must be happier than he who is poor; as riches, if properly used, 
(and it is a man’s own fault if they are not,) must be productive of 
the highest advantages. Money, to be sure, of itself is of no use ; 
for its only use is to part with it. Rousseau, and all those who 
deal in paradoxes, are led away by a childish desire of novelty.— 
When I was a boy, I used always to choose the wrong side of a 
debate, because most ingenious things, that is to say, most new 
things, could be said upon it. Sir, there is nothing for which you 
may not muster up more plausible arguments, than those which are 
urged against wealth and other external advantages. Why, now, 
there is stealing: why should it be thought a crime? When we 
consider by what unjust methods property has been often acquired, 
and that what was unjustly got it must be unjust to keep, where 
is the harm in one man’s taking the property of another from him ? 
Besides, Sir, when we consider the bad use that many people 
make of their property, and how much better use the thief may 
make of it, it may be defended as a very allowable practice. Yet, 
Sir, the experience of mankind has discovered stealing to be so 
very bad a thing, that they make no scruple to hang a man for it. 
When I was running about this town, a very poor fellow, I was 
a great arguer for the advantages of poverty; but I was, at the 
same time, very sorry to be poor. Sir, all the arguments which 
are brought to represent poverty as no evil, shew it to be evidently 
a great evil. You never find people labouring to convince you 
that you may live very happily upon a plentiful fortune.—So you 
hear people talking how miserable a King must be; and yet they 
all wish to be in his place.” 


Of the Unhappiness of Kings 

It was suggested that Kings must be unhappy, because they 
are deprived of the greatest of all satisfactions, easy and unreserved 
society. Jounson: ‘That is an ill-founded notion. Being a 
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King does not exclude a man from such society. Great Kings 
have always been social. ‘The King of Prussia, the only great 
King at present, is very social. Charles the Second, the last King 
of England, who was a man of parts, was social; and our Henrys 
and Edwards were all social.” 

Mr Dempster having endeavoured to maintain that intrinsic 
merit ought to make the only distinction amongst mankind :— 
Jounson: “ Why, Sir, mankind have found that this cannot 
be. How shall we determine the proportion of intrinsic merit ? 
Were that to be the only distinction amongst mankind, we should 
soon quarrel about the degrees of it. Were all distinctions 
abolished, the strongest would not long acquiesce, but would 
endeavour to obtain a superiority by their bodily strength. But, 
Sir, as subordination is very necessary for society, and con- 
tentions for superiority very dangerous, mankind, that is to say, 
all civilized nations, have settled it upon a plain invariable 
principle. A man is born to hereditary rank; or his being 
appointed to certain offices, gives him a certain rank. Subordina- 
tion tends greatly to human happiness. Were we all upon an 
equality, we should have no other enjoyment than mere animal 
pleasure.” 


At the Turk’s Head 

At night, Mr Johnson and I supped in a private room at the 
Turk’s Head coffee-house, in the Strand. “I encourage this 
house (said he ;) for the mistress of it is a good civil woman, and 
has not much business.” 

“Sir, I love the acquaintance of young people; because, in 
the first place, I don’t like to think myself growing old. In the 
next place, young acquaintances must last longest, if they do 
last; and then, Sir, young men have more virtue than old men; 
they have more generous sentiments in every respect. I love the 
young dogs of this age, they have more wit and humour and 
knowledge of life than we had; but then the dogs are not so 
good scholars. Sir, in my early years I read very hard. It is a 
sad reflection, but a true one, that I knew almost as much at 
eighteen as I do now. My judgement, to be sure, was not so 
good; but, I had all the facts. I remember very well, when I 
was at Oxford, an old gentleman said to me, ‘ Young man, ply 
your book diligently now, and acquire a stock of knowledge ; for 


Age +4) THE WESTERN ISLANDS 81 


when years come unto you, you will find that poring upon books 
will be but an irksome task.’ ” 


Of Levellers 


He again insisted on the duty of maintaining subordination of 
rank, “ Sir, I would no more deprive a nobleman of his respect, 
than of his money. I consider myself as acting a part in the 
great system of society, and I do to others as I would have them 
to do to me. I would behave to a nobleman as I should expect 
he would behave to me, were I a nobleman, and he Sam. Johnson. 
Sir, there is one Mrs Macaulay in this town, a great republican. 
One day when I was at her house, I put on a very grave counten- 
ance, and said to her, ‘ Madam, I am now become a convert to 
your way of thinking. I am convinced that all mankind are upon 
an equal footing ; and to give you an unquestionable proof, Madam, 
that I am in earnest, here is a very sensible, civil, well-behaved 
citizen, your footman; I desire that he may be allowed to sit 
down and dine with us.’ I thus, Sir, shewed her the absurdity of 
the levelling doctrine. She has never liked me since. Sir, your 
levellers wish to level dow as far as themselves; but they cannot 
bear levelling up to themselves. ‘They would all have some people 
under them; why not then have some people above them?” 
I mentioned a certain author who disgusted me by his forward- 
ness, and by shewing no deference to noblemen into whose com- 
pany he was admitted. Joxnson: “ Suppose a shoe-maker should 
claim an equality with him, as he does with a Lord: how he 
would stare. ‘ Why, Sir, do you stare? (says the shoemaker ;) 
I do great service to society. ”Tis true, I am paid for doing it; 
but so are you, Sir: and I am sorry to say it, better paid than I 
am, for doing something not so necessary. For mankind could 
do better without your books, than without my shoes.’ Thus, 
Sir, there would be a perpetual struggle for precedence, were there 
no fixed invariable rules for the distinction of rank, which creates 
no jealousy, as it is allowed to be accidental.” 


The Western Islands of Scotland 

I spoke of a Sir James Macdonald as a young man of most dis- 
tinguished merit, who united the highest reputation at Eton and 
Oxford, with the patriarchal spirit of a great Highland Chieftain. 
I mentioned that Sir James had said to me, that he had never 
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seen Mr Johnson, but he had a great respect for him, though at 
the same time, it was mixed with some degree of terror. JOHNSON : 
“* Sir, if he were to be acquainted with me, it might lessen both.” 

‘The mention of this gentleman led us to talk of the Western 
Islands of Scotland, to visit which he expressed a wish that then 
appeared to me a very romantic fancy, which I little thought 
would be afterwards realized. He told me, that his father had 
put Martin’s account of those islands into his hands when he was 
very young, and that he was highly pleased with it; that he was 
particularly struck with the St Kilda man’s notion, that the high 
church of Glasgow had been hollowed out of a rock; a circum- 
stance to which old Mr Johnson had directed his attention. He 
said, he would go the Hebrides with me, when I returned from 
my travels, unless some very good companion should offer when 
I was absent, which he did not think probable: adding, “ There 
are few people to whom I take so much to as to you.”’” And when 
I talked of my leaving England, he said with a very affectionate 
air, ““ My dear Boswell, I should be very unhappy at parting, did 
I think we were not to meet again.” I cannot too often remind 
my readers, that although such instances of his kindness are doubt- 
less very flattering to me, yet I hope my recording them will be 
ascribed to a better motive than to vanity; for they afford un- 
questionable evidence of his tenderness and complacency, which 
some, while they were forced to acknowledge his great powers, have 
been so strenuous to deny. 

He maintained that a boy at school was the happiest of human 
beings. I supported a different opinion, from which I have never 
yet varied, that a man is happier; and I enlarged upon the anxiety 
and sufferings which are endured at school. Jounnson: “ Ah! 
Sir, a boy’s being flogged is not so severe as a man’s having the 
hiss of the world against him. Men have a solicitude about 
fame ; and the greater share they have of it, the more afraid they 
are of losing it.” I silently asked myself, “ Is it possible that the 
great SamueL Jounson really entertains any such apprehension, 
and is not confident that his exalted fame is established upon a 
foundation never to be shaken ? ” 


A Wet Day 
On Tuesday, July 26, I found Mr Johnson alone. It was a 
very wet day, and I again complained of the disagreeable effects 
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of such weather. Jounson: “ Sir, this is all imagination, which 
physicians encourage; for man lives in air, as a fish lives in 
water; so that if the atmosphere press heavy from above, there 
is an equal resistance from below. ‘To be sure, bad weather is 
hard upon people who are obliged to be abroad ; and men cannot 
labour so well in the open air in bad weather, as in good: but, 
Sir, a smith or a tailor, whose work is within doors, will surely 
do as much in rainy weather, as in fair. Some very delicate 
frames, indeed, may be affected by wet weather ; but not common 
constitutions.” 

We talked of the education of children; and I asked him 
what he thought was best to teach them first. Jonnson: “ Sir, 
it is no matter what you teach them first, any more than what leg 
you shall put into your breeches first. Sir, you may stand dis- 
puting which is best to put in first, but in the mean time your 
breech is bare. Sir, while you are considering which of two 
things you should teach your child first, another boy has learnt 
them both.” 


A Good Education 

On Saturday, July 30, Dr Johnson and I took a sculler at the 
Temple Stairs, and set out for Greenwich. I asked him if he 
really thought a knowledge of the Greek and Latin languages 
an essential requisite to a good education. Jounson: ‘* Most 
certainly, Sir; for those who know them have a very great ad- 
vantage over those who do not. Nay, Sir, it is wonderful what 
a difference learning makes upon people even in the common 
intercourse of life, which does not appear to be much connected 
with it.” ‘‘ And yet, (said I,) people go through the world very 
well, and carry on the business of life to good advantage without 
learning.”—Jounson: ‘“‘ Why, Sir, that may be true in cases 
where learning cannot possibly be of any use; for instance, this 
boy rows us as well without learning, as if he could sing the song 
of Orpheus to the Argonauts, who were the first sailors.” He 
then called to the boy, ““ What would you give, my lad, to know 
about the Argonauts?” “Sir, (said the boy,) I would give 
what I have.” Johnson was much pleased with his answer, 
and we gave him a double fare. Dr Johnson then turning 
to me, “ Sir, (said he,) a desire of knowledge is the natural 
feeling of mankind; and every human being, whose mind is 
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not debauched, will be willing to give all that he has, to get 
knowledge.” 

We landed at the Old Swan, and walked to Billingsgate, where 
we took oars and moved smoothly along the silver ‘Thames. It 
was a very fine day. We were entertained with the immense 
number and variety of ships that were lying at anchor, and with 
the beautiful country on each side of the river. 


In Greenwich Park 

We walked in the evening in Greenwich Park. He asked me, 
I suppose, by way of trying my disposition, “Is not this very 
fine?” Having no exquisite relish of the beauties of Nature, and 
being more delighted with “ the busy hum of men,” I answered, 
“Yes, Sir; but not equal to Fleet Street.” Jounson: “ You are 
right, Sir.” 

I am aware that many of my readers may censure my want of 
taste. Let me, however, shelter myself under the authority of a 
very fashionable Baronet in the brilliant world, who, on his 
attention being called to the fragrance of a May evening in the 
country, observed, “‘ This may be very well; but for my part, 
I prefer the smell of a flambeau at the playhouse.” 


Women Preachers 

Next day, Sunday, July 31, I told him I had been that morning 
at a meeting of the people called Quakers, where I had heard 
a woman preach. Jounson: “ Sir, a woman’s preaching is like a 
dog’s walking on his hind legs. It is not done well; but you are 
surprised to find it done at all.” 

On Tuesday, August 2, (the day of my departure from London 
having been fixed for the 5th), Dr Johnson did me the honour 
to pass a part of the morning with me at my chambers. He 
said, that “he always felt an inclination to do nothing.” I ob- 
served, that it was strange to think that the most indolent man 
in Britain had written the most laborious work, The English 
Dictionary. 


Tea with Dr Johnson 

I had now made good my title to be a privileged man, and was 
carried by him in the evening to drink tea with Miss Williams, 
whom, though under the misfortune of having lost her sight, I 
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found to be agreeable in conversation: for she had a variety 
of literature, and expressed herself well: but her peculiar value 
was the intimacy in which she had long lived with Johnson, by 
which she was acquainted with his habits, and knew how to lead 
him on to talk. 

After tea he carried me to what he called his walk, which was 
a long narrow paved court in the neighbourhood, overshadowed 
by some trees. ‘There we sauntered a considerable time, and I 
complained to him that my love of London and of his company 
was such, that I shrunk almost from the thought of going away 
even to travel, which is generally so much desired by young men. 
He roused me by manly and spirited conversation. He advised 
me, when settled in any place abroad, to study with an eagerness 
after knowledge, and to apply to Greek an hour every day; and 
when I was moving about, to read diligently the great book of 
mankind. 


In the Harwich Coach 

On Friday, August 5, we set out early in the morning in the 
Harwich stage-coach. A fat elderly gentlewoman and a young 
Dutchman, seemed the most inclined among us to conversation. 
At the inn where we dined, the gentlewoman said that she had 
done her best to educate her children; and, particularly, that she 
had never suffered them to be a moment idle. Jounson: “ I wish, 
Madam, you would educate me too: for I have been an idle 
fellow all my life.’ “I am sure, Sir, (said she,) you have not 
been idle.” Jounson: “‘ Nay, Madam, it is very true; and that 
gentleman there (pointing to me) has been idle. He was idle at 
Edinburgh. His father sent him to Glasgow, where he continued 
to be idle. He then came to London, where he has been very 
idle ; and now he is going to Utrecht, where he will be as idle 
as ever.” I asked him privately how he could expose me so. 
Jounson: “ Poh, poh! (said he) they knew nothing about you, 
and will think of it no more.” 


On Big Words 

He flattered me with some hopes that he would, in the course 
of the following summer, come over to Holland, and accompany 
me in a tour through the Netherlands. 

I teased him with fanciful apprehensions of unhappiness. A 
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moth having fluttered round the candle, and burnt itself, he laid 
hold of this little incident to admonish me; saying, with a sly 
look, and in a solemn but a quiet tone, ‘‘ That creature was its 
own tormentor, and I believe its name was BosweE Lt.” 

Next day we got to Harwich to dinner; and my passage in the 
packet-boat to Helvoetsluys being secured, and my baggage put 
on board, we dined at our inn by ourselves. I happened to say 
it would be terrible if he should not find a speedy opportunity of 
returning to London, and be confined in so dulla place. JouNson : 
‘“* Don’t, Sir, accustom yourself to use big words for little matters. 
It would zot be serridle, though I were to be detained some 
time here. ‘The practice of using words of disproportionate 
magnitude is, no doubt, too frequent every where; but I think 
most remarkable among the French, of which, all who have 
travelled in France must have been struck with innumerable 
instances.” 

We went and looked at the church, and having gone into it, 
and walked up to the altar, Johnson, whose piety was constant and 
fervent, sent me to my knees, saying, ““ Now that you are going 
to leave your native country, recommend yourself to the protection 
of your Creator and REDEEMER.” 


Johnson and Berkeley 


After we came out of the church, we stood talking for some 
time together of Bishop Berkeley’s ingenious sophistry to prove 
the non-existence of matter, and that every thing in the universe 
is merely ideal. I observed, that though we are satisfied his doc- 
trine is not true, it is impossible to refute it. I never shall forget 
the alacrity with which Johnson answered, striking his foot with 
mighty force against a large stone, till he rebounded from it, “ I 
refute it thus.” 

My revered friend walked down with me to the beach, where 
we embraced and parted with tenderness, and engaged to corre- 
spond by letters. I said, “I hope, Sir, you will not forget me 
in my absence.” Jounson: “ Nay, Sir, it is more than likely 
you should forget me, than that I should forget you.” As the 
vessel put out to sea, | kept my eyes upon him for a considerable 
time, while he remained rolling his majestic frame in his usual 
manner; and at last I perceived him walk back into the town, 
and he disappeared. 
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The Literary Club 

Early in 1764, Johnson paid a visit to the Langton family, at 
their seat of Langton, in Lincolnshire, where he passed some time, 
much to his satisfaction. His friend, Bennet Langton, it will 
not be doubted, did every thing in his power to make the place 
agreeable to so illustrious a guest : and the elder Mr Langton and 
his lady, being fully capable of understanding his value, were not 
wanting in attention. 

Soon after his return to London, which was in February, was 
founded that Crus which existed long without a name, but at 
Mr Garrick’s funeral became distinguished by the title of THE 
Lirerary Cius. Sir Joshua Reynolds had the merit of being the 
first proposer of it, to which Johnson acceded, and the original 
members were, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Dr Johnson, Mr Edmund 
Burke, Dr Nugent, Mr Beauclerk, Mr Langton, Dr Goldsmith, 
Mr Chamier, and Sir John Hawkins. They met at the Turk’s 
Head, in Gerrard Street, Soho, one evening in every week, at 
seven, and generally continued their conversation till a pretty late 
hour. ‘This club has been gradually increased to its present 
number, thirty-five. After about ten years, instead of supping 
weekly, it was resolved to dine together once a fortnight during 
the meeting of Parliament. ‘Their original tavern having been 
converted into a private house, they moved first to Prince’s in 
Sackville Street, then to Le Telier’s in Dover Street, and now 
meet at Parsloe’s, St James’s Street. 


Self-reproach 

The ease and independence to which he had at last attained 
by royal munificence, increased his natural indolence. In his 
Meditations, he thus accuses himself: “‘ Goop Fripay, April 20, 
1764. I have made no reformation ; I have lived totally useless, 
more sensual in thought, and more addicted to wine and meat.” 
And next morning he thus feelingly complains ; “‘ My indolence, 
since my last reception of the sacrament, has sunk into grosser 
sluggishness, and my dissipation spread into wilder negligence. 
My thoughts have been clouded with sensuality : and, except that 
from the beginning of this year I have, in some measure, forborne 
excess of strong drink, my appetites have predominated over my 
reason. A kind of strange oblivion has overspread me, so that I 
know not what has become of the last year; and perceive that 
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incidents and intelligence pass over me without leaving any impres- 
sion.” He then solemnly says, “‘’This is not the life to which 
heaven is promised’; and he earnestly resolves an amendment. 


Johnson’s Singularities 

He had a particularity, of which none of his friends even ven- 
tured to ask an explanation. It appeared to me some superstitious 
habit, which he had contracted early, and from which he had 
never called upon his reason to disentangle him. ‘This was his 
anxious care to go out or in at a door or passage, by a certain 
number of steps from a certain point, or at least so as that either 
his right or his left foot, (I am not certain which,) should con- 
stantly make the first actual movement when he came close to the 
door or passage. ‘Thus I conjecture: for I have, upon innumer- 
able occasions, observed him suddenly stop, and then seem to 
count his steps with a deep earnestness ; and when he had neglected 
or gone wrong in this sort of magical movement, I have seen him 
go back again, put himself in a proper posture to begin the cere- 
mony, and, having gone through it, break from his abstraction, 
walk briskly on, and join his companion. A strange instance of 
something of this nature, even when on horseback, happened 
when he was in the isle of Skye. Sir Joshua Reynolds has observed 
him to go a good way about, rather than cross a particular alley 
in Leicester Fields: but this Sir Joshua imputed to his having 
had some disagreeable recollection associated with it. 

That the most minute singularities which belonged to him, 
and made very observable parts of his appearance and manner, 
may not be omitted, it is requisite to mention, that while talking 
or even musing as he sat in his chair, he commonly held his head 
to one side towards his right shoulder, and shook it in a tremulous 
manner, moving his body backwards and forwards, and rubbing 
his left knee in the same direction, with the palm of his hand. 
In the intervals of articulating he made various sounds with his 
mouth, sometimes as if ruminating, or what is called chewing the 
cud, sometimes giving half a whistle, sometimes making his tongue 
play backwards from the roof of his mouth, as if clucking like a 
hen, and sometimes protruding it against his upper gums in front, 
as if pronouncing quickly under his breath, #00, too, too: all this 
accompanied sometimes with a thoughtful look, but more fre- 
quently with a smile. Generally when he had concluded a 


Age 56] MRS 'THRALE 89 


period, in the course of a dispute, by which time he was a good 
deal exhausted by violence and vociferation, he used to blow out 
his breath like a whale. ‘This I suppose was a relief to his lungs ; 
and seemed in him to be a contemptuous mode of expression, as 
if he had made the arguments of his opponent fly like chaff before 
the wind. 

Trinity College, Dublin, at this time surprised Johnson with 
a spontaneous compliment of the highest academical honours, by 
creating him Doctor of Laws. 


An Eminent Brewer 

This year was distinguished by his being introduced into the 
family of Mr Thrale, one of the most eminent brewers in England, 
and member of Parliament for the borough of Southwark. 


Mrs Thrale 

He had married Miss Hesther Lynch Salusbury, of good Welsh 
extraction, a lady of lively talents, improved by education. ‘That 
Johnson’s introduction into Mr Thrale’s family, which contributed 
so much to the happiness of his life, was owing to her desire for 
his conversation, is a very probable and the general supposition : 
but it is not the truth. Mr Murphy, who was intimate with Mr 
Thrale, having spoken very highly of Dr Johnson, he was requested 
to make them acquainted. ‘This being mentioned to Johnson, he 
accepted an invitation to dinner at Thrale’s, and was so much 
pleased with his reception, both by Mr and Mrs Thrale, and they 
so much pleased with him, that his invitations to their house were 
more and more frequent, till at last he became one of the family, 
and an apartment was appropriated to him, both in their house at 
Southwark and in their villa at Streatham. 

Johnson had a very sincere esteem for Mr Thrale, as a man of 
excellent principles, a good scholar, well skilled in trade, of a sound 
understanding, and of manners such as presented the character of 
a plain independent English Squire. As this family will frequently 
be mentioned in the course of the following pages, and as a false 
notion has prevailed that Mr Thrale was inferior, and in some 
degree insignificant, compared with Mrs Thrale, it may be proper 
to give a true state of the case from the authority of Johnson him- 
self in his own words. 

‘1 know no man (said he) who is more master of his wife and 
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family than Thrale. If he but holds up a finger, he is obeyed. 
It is a great mistake to suppose that she is above him in literary 
attainments. She is more flippant; but he has ten times her 
learning: he is a regular scholar; but her learning is that of a 
schoolboy in one of the lower forms.” My readers may naturally 
wish for some representation of the figures of this couple. Mr 
Thrale was tall, well proportioned, and stately. As for Madam, 
or my Mistress, by which epithets Johnson used to mention Mrs 
Thrale, she was short, plump, and brisk. She has herself given 
us a lively view of the idea which Johnson had of her person, on 
her appearing before him in a dark-coloured gown: “ You little 
creatures should never wear those sort of clothes, however; they 
are unsuitable in every way. What! have not all insects gay 
colours?” Mr Thrale gave his wife a liberal indulgence, both 
in the choice of their company, and in the mode of entertaining 
them. He understood and valued Johnson, without remission, 
from their first acquaintance to the day of his death. Mrs Thrale 
was enchanted with Johnson’s conversation for its own sake, and 
had also a very allowable vanity in appearing to be honoured 
with the attention of so celebrated a man. 

Nothing could be more fortunate for Johnson than this con- 
nexion. He had at Mr Thrale’s all the comforts and even luxuries 
of life; his melancholy was diverted, and his irregular habits 
lessened by association with an agreeable and well-ordered family. 
He was treated with the utmost respect, and even affection. The 
vivacity of Mrs Thrale’s literary talk roused him to cheerfulness 
and exertion, even when they were alone. But this was not often 
the case ; for he found here a constant succession of what gave him 
the highest enjoyment, the society of the learned, the witty, and 
the eminent in every way; who were assembled in numerous 
companies, called forth his wonderful powers, and gratified him 
with admiration, to which no man could be insensible. 


Johnson’s Shakspeare 

In the October of this year he at length gave to the world his 
edition of Shakspeare, which, if it had no other merit but that of 
producing his Preface, in which the excellencies and defects of 
that immortal bard are displayed with a masterly hand, the nation 
would have had no reason to complain. A blind indiscriminate 
admiration of Shakspeare had exposed the British nation to the 
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ridicule of foreigners. Johnson, by candidly admitting the faults 
of his poet, had the more credit in bestowing on him deserved 
and indisputable praise ; and doubtless none of all his panegyrists 
have done him half so much honour. ‘Their praise was like that 
of a counsel, upon his own side of the cause: Johnson’s was like 
the grave, well considered, and impartial opinion of the judge, 
which falls from his lips with weight, and is received with rever- 
ence. What he did as a commentator has no small share of merit, 
though his researches were not so ample, and his investigations so 
acute, as they might have been, which we now certainly know 
from the labours of other able and ingenious critics who have 
followed him. He has enriched his edition with a concise account 
of each play, and of its characteristic excellence. Many of his 
notes have illustrated obscurities in the text, and placed passages 
eminent for beauty in a more conspicuous light; and he has, in 
general, exhibited such a mode of annotation, as may be beneficial 
to all subsequent editors. 

In 1764 and 1765 it should seem that Dr Johnson was so busily 
employed with his edition of Shakspeare, as to have had little leisure 
for any other literary exertion, or, indeed, even for private corre- 
spondence. He did not favour me witha single letter for more than 
two years, for which it will appear that he afterward apologized. 

Notwithstanding his long silence, I never omitted to write to 
him, when I had any thing worthy of communicating. I generally 
kept copies of my letters to him, that I might have a full view of 
our correspondence, and never be at a loss to understand any refer- 
ence in his letters. He kept the greater part of mine very care- 
fully; and a short time before his death was attentive enough to 
seal them up in bundles, and order them to be delivered to me, 
which was accordingly done. 


At Johnson’s Court 

I returned to London in February, and found Dr Johnson in a 
good house in Johnson’s Court, Fleet Street, in which he had 
accommodated Miss Williams with an apartment on the ground- 
floor, while Mr Levett occupied his post in the garret : his faith- 
ful Francis was still attending upon him. He received me with 
much kindness. ‘The fragments of our first conversation, which I 
have preserved, are these: I told him that Voltaire, in a conversa- 
tion with me, had distinguished Pope and Dryden thus: “ Pope 
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drives a handsome chariot, with a couple of neat trim nags ; Dryden 
a coach, and six stately horses!” Jounson: “ Why, Sir, the truth 
is, they both drive coaches and six; but Dryden’s horses are either 
galloping or stumbling: Pope’s go at a steady even trot.” He said 
of Goldsmith’s Traveller, which had been published in my absence, 
“There has not been so fine a poem since Pope’s time.” 

And here it is proper to settle, with authentic precision, what 
has long floated in public report, as to Johnson’s being himself the 
author of a considerable part of that poem. Much, no doubt, both 
of the sentiments and expression, were derived from conversation 
with him; and it was certainly submitted to his friendly revision : 
but in the year 1783, he, at my request, marked with a pencil the 
lines which he had furnished, which are only line 420th, 


To stop too fearful, and too faint to go ; 


and the concluding ten lines, except the last couplet but one, which 
I distinguish by the Italic character : 
How small of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which kings or laws can cause or cure, 
Still to ourselves in every place consign’d, 
Our own felicity we make or find ; 
With secret course, which no loud storms annoy, 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy ; 
The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke’s ivon crown, and Damien’s bed of steel, 
To men remote from power, but rarely known, 
Leave reason, faith, and conscience, all our own. 


He added, “ These are all of which I can be sure.” ‘They bear 
a small proportion to the whole, which consists of four hundred 
and thirty-eight verses. 

Dr Johnson at the same time favoured me by marking the lines 
which he furnished to Goldsmith’s Deserted Village, which are 
only the last four : 

That trade’s proud empire hastes to swift decay, 
As ocean sweeps the labour’d mole away : 


While self-dependent power can time defy, 
As rocks resist the billows and the sky. 


Of Lectures 
Talking of education, ‘“‘ People have now-a-days (said he), got a 


strange opinion that every thing should be taught by lectures. 
Now, I cannot see that lectures can do so much good as reading 
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the books from which the lectures are taken. I know nothing 
that can be best taught by lectures, except where experiments are 
to be shewn. You may teach chemistry by lectures—You might 
teach making of shoes by lectures !” 

At night 1 supped with him at the Mitre Tavern, that we might 
renew our social intimacy at the original place of meeting. But 
there was now a considerable difference in his way of living. 
Having had an illness, in which he was advised to leave off wine, he 
had, from that period, continued to abstain from it, and drank only 
water, or lemonade. 


Bad Company 

Our next meeting at the Mitre was on Saturday the 15th of 
February, when I presented to him my old and most intimate 
friend, the Reverend Mr Temple, then of Cambridge. I having 
mentioned that I had passed some time with Rousseau in his wild 
retreat, and having quoted some remark made by Mr Wilkes, with 
whom I had spent many pleasant hours in Italy, Johnson said (sar- 
castically), “It seems, Sir, you have kept very good company 
abroad, Rousseau and Wilkes!” Thinking it enough to defend 
one at a time, I said nothing as to my gay friend, but answered 
with a smile, “‘ My dear Sir, you don’t call Rousseau bad company. 
Do you really think Aim a bad man?” Jounson: “ Sir, if you 
are talking jestingly of this, I don’t talk with you. If you mean 
to be serious, I think him one of the worst of men; a rascal, who 
ought to be hunted out of society, as he has been. Three or four 
nations have expelled him; and it is a shame that he is protected 
in this country.” Boswexi: “ I don’t deny, Sir, but that his novel 
may, perhaps, do harm; but I cannot think his intention was bad.” 
Jounson: “ Sir, that will not do. We cannot prove any man’s 
intention to be bad. You may shoot a man through the head, 
and say you intended to miss him; but the judge will order you 
to be hanged. An alleged want of intention, when evil is com- 
mitted, will not be allowed in a court of justice. Rousseau, Sir, 
is a very bad man. I would sooner sign a sentence for his trans- 
portation, than that of any felon who has gone from the Old Bailey 
these many years. Yes, I should like to have him work in the 
plantations.” Boswett: “ Sir, do you think him as bad a man 
as Voltaire?” Jounson: “ Why, Sir, it is difficult to settle the 
proportion of iniquity between them.” 
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As my stay in London at this time was very short, I had not 
many opportunities of being with Dr Johnson; but I felt my 
veneration for him in no degree lessened, by my having seen 
multorum hominum mores et urbes. On the contrary, by having it 
in my power to compare him with many of the most celebrated 
persons of other countries, my admiration of his extraordinary mind 
was increased and confirmed. 

‘The roughness, indeed, which sometimes appeared in his man- 
ners, was more striking to me now, from my having been accustomed 
to the studied smooth complying habits of the Continent; and I 
clearly recognized in him, not without respect for his honest con- 
scientious zeal, the same indignant and sarcastical mode of treating 
every attempt to unhinge or weaken good principles. 


Talking and Writing 

Another evening Dr Goldsmith and I called on him, with the 
hope of prevailing on him to sup with us at the Mitre. We found 
him indisposed, and resolved not to go abroad. ‘‘ Come then (said 
Goldsmith), we will not go to the Mitre to-night, since we cannot 
have the big man with us.” Johnson then called for a bottle of 
port, of which Goldsmith and I partook, while our friend, now a 
water-drinker, sat by us. Goxtpsmiru: “I think, Mr Johnson, 
you don’t go near the theatres now. You give yourself no more 
concern about a new play, than if you never had any thing to do 
with the stage.” Jounson: “‘ Why, Sir, our tastes greatly alter. 
The lad does not care for the child’s rattle. As we advance in the 
journey of life we drop some of the things which have pleased us ; 
whether it be that we are fatigued and don’t choose to carry so 
many things any farther, or that we find other things which we 
like better.” Boswezi: “ But, Sir, why don’t you give us some- 
thing in some other way?” Gorpsmitu: “ Ay, Sir, we have 
a claim upon you.” Jounson: “ No, Sir, I am not obliged to do 
any more. No man is obliged to do as much as he can do. A 
man is to have part of his life to himself. Ifa soldier has fought 
a good many campaigns, he is not to be blamed if he retires to ease 
and tranquillity. A physician, who has practised long in a great 
city, may be excused if he retires to a small town, and takes less 
practice. Now, Sir, the good I can do by my conversation bears 
the same proportion to the good I can do by my writings, that the 
practice of a physician, retired to a small town, does to his practice 
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in a great city.” Boswett: “ But I wonder, Sir, you have not 
more pleasure in writing than in not writing.” Jounson: “ Sir, 
you may wonder.” 

He talked of making verses, and observed, “The great difficulty is, 
to know when you have made good ones. When composing, I have 
generally had them in my mind, perhaps fifty at a time, walking 
up and down in my room; and then I have written them down, 
and often, from laziness, have written only half lines. I have 
written a hundred lines in a day. I remember I wrote a hundred 
lines of The Vanity of Human Wishes ina day. Doctor (turning 
to Goldsmith), I am not quite idle; I made one line t’other day ; 
but I made no more.” Gorpsmitu: “ Let us hear it; we'll put 
a bad one to it.” Jounson: “ No, Sir, I have forgot it.” 


oer 


At Oxford 

It appears from Johnson’s diary, that he was this year at Mr 
Thrale’s, from before Midsummer till after Michaelmas, and that 
he afterwards passed a month at Oxford. He had then contracted 
a great intimacy with Mr Chambers of that University, afterwards 
Sir Robert Chambers, one of the Judges in India. 


Johnson meets George III 

In February, 1767, there happened one of the most remarkable 
incidents of Johnson’s life, which gratified his monarchical enthusi- 
asm, and which he loved to relate with all its circumstances, when 
requested by his friends. This was, his being honoured by a 
private conversation with his Majesty, in the library of the Queen’s 
house. He had frequently visited those splendid rooms and noble 
collection of books, which he used to say was more numerous and 
curious than he supposed any person could have made in the time 
which the King had employed. Mr Barnard, the librarian, took 
care that he should have every accommodation that could contribute 
to his ease and convenience, while indulging his literary taste in 
that place ; so that he had here a very agreeable resource at leisure 
hours. 

His Majesty, having been informed of his occasional visits, was 
pleased to signify a desire that he should be told when Dr Johnson 
came next to the library. Accordingly, the next time that Johnson 
did come, as soon as he was fairly engaged with a book, on which, 
while he sat by the fire, he seemed quite intent, Mr Barnard 
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stole round to the apartment where the King was, and, in obedi- 
ence to his Majesty’s commands, mentioned that Dr Johnson was 
then in the library. His Majesty said he was at leisure, and would 
go to him; upon which Mr Barnard took one of the candles that 
stood on the King’s table, and lighted his Majesty through a suite 
of rooms, till they came to a private door into the library, of which 
his Majesty had the key. Being entered, Mr Barnard stepped 
forward hastily to Dr Johnson, who was still in a profound study, 
and whispered him, “ Sir, here is the King.” Johnson started up, 
and stood still. His Majesty approached him, and.at once was 
courteously easy. 

His Majesty began by observing that he understood he came 
sometimes to the library ; and then mentioned his having heard that 
the Doctor had been lately at Oxford, and asked him if he was not 
fond of going thither. To which Johnson answered, that he was 
indeed fond of going to Oxford sometimes, but was likewise glad 
to come back again. ‘The King then asked him what they were 
doing at Oxford. Johnson answered, he could not much commend 
their diligence, but that in some respects they were mended, for 
they had put their press under better regulations, and were at that 
time printing Po/ydius. He was then asked, whether there were 
better libraries at Oxford or Cambridge. He answered, he be- 
lieved the Bodleian was larger than any they had at Cambridge ; at 
the same time adding, ‘“‘ I hope, whether we have more books or 
not than they have at Cambridge, we shall make as good use of 
them as they do.” Being asked whether All-Souls or Christ-Church 
library was the largest, he answered, “ All-Souls library is the largest 
we have, except the Bodleian.” “Aye, (said the King,) that is 
the public library.” 

His Majesty inquired if he was then writing any thing. He 
answered, he was not, for he had pretty well told the world what 
he knew, and must now read to acquire more knowledge. ‘The 
King, as it should seem with a view to urge him to rely on his own 
stores as an original writer, and to continue his labours, then said, 
“TI do not think you borrow much from any body.” Johnson 
said, he thought he had already done his part as a writer. “I 
should have thought so too, (said the King,) if you had not written 
so well.” —Johnson observed to me, upon this, that “no man could 
have paid a handsomer compliment; and it was fit for a King to 
pay. It was decisive.” When asked by another friend, at Sir 
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Joshua Reynolds’s, whether he made any reply to this high com- 
pliment, he answered, “‘ No, Sir. When the King had said it, it 
was to be so. It was not for me to bandy civilities with my Sove- 
reign.” Perhaps no man who had spent his whole life in courts 
could have shewn a more nice and dignified sense of true politeness, 
than Johnson did in this instance. 

During the whole of this interview, Johnson talked to his Majesty 
with profound respect, but still in his firm manly manner, with a 
sonorous voice, and never in that subdued tone which is commonly 
used at the levee and in the drawing-room. After the King with- 
drew, Johnson shewed himself highly pleased with his Majesty’s 
conversation and gracious behaviour. He said to Mr Barnard, 
“ Sir, they may talk of the King as they will; but he is the finest 
gentleman I have ever seen.” And he afterward observed to Mr 
Langton, “ Sir, his manners are those of as fine a gentleman as we 
may suppose Lewis the Fourteenth, or Charles the Second.” 


In the Depths 

It appears from his notes of the state of his mind, that he suffered 
great perturbation and distraction in 1768. Nothing of his writing 
was given to the public this year, except the Prologue to his friend 
Goldsmith’s Comedy of The Good-natured Man. ‘The first lines 
of this prologue are strongly characteristical of the dismal gloom 
of his mind ; which in his case, as in the case of all who are dis- 
tressed with the same malady of imagination, transfers to others its 
own feelings. Who could suppose it was to introduce a comedy, 
when Mr Bensley solemnly began, 


Press’d with the load of life, the weary mind 
Surveys the general toil of human kind. 


But this dark ground might make Goldsmith’s humour shine the 
more. 


Richardson and Fielding 

In the spring of this year, having published my Account of Cor- 
sica, with the Fournal of a Tour to that Island, | returned to London, 
very desirous to see Dr Johnson, and hear him upon the subject. 
I found he was at Oxford, with his friend Mr Chambers, who was 
now Vinerian Professor, and lived in New Inn Hall. Having had 
no letter from him since that in which he criticised the Latinity of 
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my Thesis, and having been told by somebody that he was offended 
at my having put into my book an extract of his letter to me at 
Paris, I was impatient to be with him, and therefore followed him 
to Oxford, where I was entertained by Mr Chambers, with a 
civility which I shall ever gratefully remember. 

‘Talking of some of the modern plays, he said, Fa/se Delicacy was 
totally void of character. He praised Goldsmith’s Good-natured 
Maz ; said, it was the best comedy that had appeared since The 
Provoked Husband, and that there had not been of late any such 
character exhibited on the stage as that of Croaker. I observed 
it was the Suspirius of his Rambler. He said, Goldsmith had 
owned he had borrowed it from thence. “ Sir, (continued he,) 
there is all the difference in the world between characters of nature 
and characters of manners; and /¢4ere is the difference between the 
characters of Fielding and those of Richardson. Characters of 
manners are very entertaining; but they are to be understood, by 
a more superficial observer, than characters of nature, where a man 
must dive into the recesses of the human heart.” 

It always appeared to me that he estimated the compositions of 
Richardson too highly, and that he had an unreasonable prejudice 
against Fielding. In comparing those two writers, he used this 
expression ; “‘ that there was as great a difference between them as 
between a man who knew how a watch was made, and a man who 
could tell the hour by looking on the dial-plate.” 


The Advantages of Oxford 

Johnson expatiated on the advantages of Oxford for learning. 
“There is here, Sir, (said he,) such a progressive emulation. The 
students are anxious to appear well to their tutors; the tutors are 
anxious to have their pupils appear well in the college ; the colleges 
are anxious to have their students appear well in the University ; 
and there are excellent rules of discipline in every college. "That 
the rules are sometimes ill observed, may be true; but is nothing 
against the system. ‘he members of a University may, for a season, 
be unmindful of their duty. Iam arguing for the excellency of the 
institution.” 


Johnson’s Letters 
Upon his arrival in London in May, he surprised me one morn- 
ing with a visit at my lodging in Half-Moon Street, and was in the 
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kindest and most agreeable frame of mind. As he had objected to 
a part of one of his letters being published, I thought it right to 
take this opportunity of asking him explicitly, whether it would be 
improper to publish his letters after his death. His answer was, 
“ Nay, Sir, when I am dead, you may do as you will.” 


The Bear and his Skin 

To obviate all the reflections which have gone round the world 
to Johnson’ $s prejudice, by applying to him the epithet of a dear, 
let me impress upon my readers a just and happy saying of my 
friend Goldsmith, who knew him well: ‘“ Johnson, to be sure, 
has a roughness in his manner ; but no man alive has a more tender 
heart. He has nothing of the bear but his skin.” 


Johnson as Professor 

In 1769, so far as I can discover, the public was favoured with 
nothing of Johnson’s composition, either for himself or any of his 
friends. His Meditations too strongly prove that he suffered much 
both in body and mind; yet was he perpetually striving against 
evil, and nobly endeavouring to advance his intellectual and devo- 
tional improvement. Every generous and grateful heart must feel 
for the distresses of so eminent a benefactor to mankind ; and now 
that his unhappiness is certainly known, must respect that dignity 
of character which prevented him from complaining. 

His Majesty having the preceding year instituted the Royal 
Academy of Arts in London, Johnson had now the honour of being 
appointed Professor in Ancient Literature. 


Frequent Meetings 

I came to London in the autumn, and having informed him 
that I was going to be married in a few months, | wished to have 
as much of his conversation as I could before engaging in a state 
of life which would probably keep me more in Scotland, and pre- 
vent me seeing him so often as when I was a single man; but I 
found he was at Brighthelmstone with Mr and Mrs Thrale. 


** TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
“ Dear Sir, 
“Why do you charge me with unkindness? I have omitted 
nothing that could do you good, or give you pleasure, unless it be 
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that I have forborne to tell you my opinion of your Account of 
Corsica. I believe my opinion, if you think well of my judgement, 
might have given you pleasure; but when it is considered how 
much vanity is excited by praise, I am not sure that it would have 
done you good. Your History is like other histories, but your 
Journal is in a very high degree curious and delightful. There is 
between the history and the journal that difference which there 
will always be found between notions borrowed from without, 
and notions generated within. Your history was copied from 
books ; your journal rose out of your own experience and observa- 
tion. You express images which operated strongly upon yourself, 
and you have impressed them with great force upon your readers. 
I know not whether I could name any narrative by which curiosity 
is better excited, or better gratified. 

“T am glad that you are going to be married; and as I wish 
you well in things of less importance, wish you well with propor- 
tionate ardour in this crisis of your life. What I can contribute 
to your happiness, I should be very unwilling to withhold; for I 
have always loved and valued you, and shall love you and value 
you still more, as you become more regular and useful: effects 
which a happy marriage will hardly fail to produce. 

“ J do not find that I am likely to come back very soon from this 
place. I shall, perhaps, stay a fortnight longer; and a fortnight 
is a long time to a lover absent from his mistress. Would a fort- 
night ever have an end? 

““ I am, dear Sir, 
“ Your most affectionate humble servant, 
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“ BRIGHTHELMSTONE, SaM. Jounson 
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After his return to town, we met frequently, and I continued 
the practice of making notes of his conversation, though not with 
so much assiduity as I wish I had done. At this time, indeed, I 
had a sufficient excuse for not being able to appropriate so much 
time to my journal; for General Paoli, after Corsica had been 
overpowered by the monarchy of France, was now no longer at 
the head of his brave countrymen, but having with difficulty 
escaped from his native island, had sought an asylum in Great 
Britain; and it was my duty, as well as my pleasure, to attend 
much upon him. 
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London and Scotland 

_ Talking of a London life, he said, “ The happiness of London 
1s not to be conceived but by those who have been in it. I will 
venture to say, there is more learning and science within the cir- 
cumference of ten miles from where we now sit, than in all the 
rest of the kingdom.” Bosweti: “ The only disadvantage is, the 
great distance at which people live from one another.” JoHNSON : 
“Yes, Sir; but that is occasioned by the largeness of it, which is 
the cause of all the other advantages.” Bosweiz: ‘‘ Sometimes I 
have been in the humour of wishing to retire to a desert.” Joun- 
son: “ Sir, you have desert enough in Scotland.” 


Tea with Mrs Williams 

We drank tea with Mrs Williams. I had last year the pleasure 
of seeing Mrs Thrale at Dr Johnson’s one morning, and had con- 
versation enough with her to admire her talents ; and to shew her 
that I was as Johnsonian as herself. Dr Johnson had probably been 
kind enough to speak well of me, for this evening he delivered me a 
very polite card from Mr Thrale and her, inviting me to Streatham. 

On the 6th of October I complied with this obliging invitation, 
and found, at an elegant villa, six miles from town, every circum- 
stance that can make society pleasing. Johnson, though quite at 
home, was yet looked up to with an awe, tempered by affection, and 
seemed to be equally the care of his host and hostess. I rejoiced at 
seeing him so happy. 

He played off his wit against Scotland with a good-humoured 
pleasantry, which gave me, though no bigot to national prejudices, 
an opportunity for a little contest with him. I having said that 
England was obliged to us for gardeners, almost all their good 
gardeners being Scotsmen ;—Jounson : “ Why, Sir, that is because 
gardening is much more necessary amongst you than with us, 
which makes so many of your people learn it. It is a// gardening 
with you. Things, which grow wild here, must be cultivated 
with great care in Scotland. Pray now (throwing himself back 
in his chair, and laughing), are you ever able to bring the s/se to 
perfection ?” 


Johnson and General Paoli 
On the evening of October ro, I presented Dr Johnson to 
General Paoli. I had greatly wished that two men, for whom I 
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had the highest esteem, should meet. They met with a manly 
ease, mutually conscious of their own abilities, and of the abilities 
of each other. The General spoke Italian, and Dr Johnson 
English, and understood one another very well, with a little aid of 
interpretation from me, in which I compared myself to an isthmus 
which joins two great continents. Upon Johnson’s approach, the 
General said, “‘ From what I have read of your works, Sir, and 
from what Mr Boswell has told me of you, I have long held you 
in great veneration.” 'The General talked of languages being 
formed on the particular notions and manners of a people, without 
knowing which, we cannot know the language. We may know 
the direct signification of single words; but by these no beauty of 
expression, no sally of genius, no wit is conveyed to the mind. All 
this must be by allusion to other ideas. “‘ Sir, (said Johnson,) you 
talk of language, as if you had never done any thing else but study 
it, instead of governing a nation.” ‘The General said, “ Questo é 
un troppo gran complimento”; this is too great a compliment. 
Johnson answered, ‘‘ I should have thought so, Sir, if I had not 
heard you talk.”” The General asked him what he thought of the 
spirit of infidelity which was so prevalent. Jounson: “ Sir, this 
gloom of infidelity, I hope, is only a transient cloud passing through 
the hemisphere, which will soon be dissipated, and the sun break 
forth with his usual splendour.” ‘“‘ You think then, (said the 
General,) that they will change their principles like their clothes.” 
Jounson: “ Why, Sir, if they bestow no more thought on prin- 
ciples than on dress, it must be so.” ‘The General said, that “a 
great part of the fashionable infidelity was owing to a desire of 
shewing courage. Men who have no opportunities of shewing 
it as to things in this life, take death and futurity as objects on 
which to display it.” Jounson: “That is mighty foolish affecta- 
tion. Fear is one of the passions of human nature, of which it is 
impossible to divest it. You remember that the Emperor Charles V 
when he read upon the tomb-stone of a Spanish nobleman, ‘ Here 
lies one who never knew fear,’ wittily said, ‘ Then he never snuffed 
a candle with his fingers.’ ”’ 


Garrick and Goldsmith 

He honoured me with his company at dinner on the 16th of 
October, at my lodgings in Old Bond Street, with Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, Mr Garrick, Dr Goldsmith, Mr Murphy, Mr Bicker- 
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staff, and Mr Thomas Davies. Garrick played round him with 
a fond vivacity, taking hold of the breasts of his coat, and looking 
up in his face with a lively archness, complimented him on the 
good health which he seemed then to enjoy; while the sage, shak- 
ing his head, beheld him with a gentle complacency. One of the 
company not being come at the appointed hour, I proposed, as 
usual upon such occasions, to order dinner to be served; adding, 

Ought six people to be kept waiting for one?” ‘‘ Why, yes, 
(answered Johnson, with a delicate humanity,) if the one will 
suffer more by your sitting down, than the six will do by waiting.” 
Goldsmith, to divert the tedious minutes, strutted about, bragging 
of his dress, and I believe was seriously vain of it, for his mind 
was wonderfully prone to such impressions. ‘“‘ Come, come, (said 
Garrick,) talk no more of that. You are, perhaps, the worst—eh, 
eh!” Goldsmith was eagerly attempting to interrupt him, when 
Garrick went on, laughing ironically, “ Nay, you will always /ook 
like a gentleman; but I am talking of being well or i// drest.” 
“ Well, let me tell you, (said Goldsmith,) when my tailor brought 
home my bloom-coloured coat, he said, ‘ Sir, I have a favour to 
beg of you. When any body asks you who made your clothes, be 
pleased to mention John Filby, at the Harrow, in Water Lane.’ ” 
Jounson : “ Why, Sir, that was because he knew the strange colour 
would attract crowds to gaze at it, and thus they might hear of 
him, and see how well he could make a coat, even of so absurd a 
colour.” 


Pope, Congreve, and Shakspeare 

After dinner our conversation first turned upon Pope. Johnson 
said, his characters of men were admirably drawn, those of women 
not so well. He repeated to us, in his forcible melodious manner, 
the concluding lines of the Duaciad. While he was talking loudly 
in praise of those lines, one of the company ventured to say, “ Too 
fine for such a poem :—a poem on what?” Jounson, (with a 
disdainful look,) “ Why, on dunces. It was worth while being a 
dunce then. Ah, Sir, hadst s4ou lived in those days! It is not 
worth while being a dunce now, when there are no wits.” _ Bicker- 
staff observed, as a peculiar circumstance, that Pope’s fame was 
higher when he was alive than it was then. Johnson said, his 
Pastorals were poor things, though the versification was fine. He 
told us, with high satisfaction, the anecdote of Pope’s inquiring 
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who was the author of his Lozdon, and saying, he will be soon 
deterré. He observed, that in Dryden’s poetry there were pas- 
sages drawn from a profundity which Pope could never reach. 
He repeated some fine lines on love, by the former, (which I have 
now forgotten,) and gave great applause to the character of Zimri. 
Goldsmith said, that Pope’s character of Addison shewed a deep 
knowledge of the human heart. Johnson said, that the descrip- 
tion of the temple, in Te Mourning Bride, was the finest poetical 
passage he had ever read ; he recollected none in Shakspeare equal 
to it—‘‘ But, (said Garrick, all alarmed for ‘ the god of his idola- 
try,’) we know not the extent and variety of his powers. We are 
to suppose there are such passages in his works. Shakspeare must 
not suffer from the badness of our memories.” Johnson, diverted 
by this enthusiastic jealousy, went on with great ardour: ‘‘ No, 
Sir; Congreve has wazure,” (smiling on the tragic eagerness of 
Garrick) ; but composing himself, he added, “ Sir, this is not 
comparing Congreve on the whole with Shakspeare on the whole ; 
but only maintaining that Congreve has one finer passage than any 
that can be found in Shakspeare. Sir, a man may have no more 
than ten guineas in the world, but he may have those ten guineas 
in one piece; and so may have a finer piece than a man who has 
ten thousand pounds: but then he has only one ten-guinea piece. 
—What I mean is, that you can shew me no passage where there 
is simply a description of material objects, without any intermixture 
of moral notions, which produces such an effect.””, Mr Murphy 
mentioned Shakspeare’s description of the night before the battle 
of Agincourt; but it was observed it had mez in it. Mr Davies 
suggested the speech of Juliet, in which she figures herself awak- 
ing in the tomb of her ancestors. Some one mentioned the de- 
scription of Dover Cliff. Jounson: “‘ No, Sir; it should be 
all precipice,—all vacuum. ‘The crows impede your fall. The 
diminished appearance of the boat, and other circumstances, are 
all very good description; but do not impress the mind at once 
with the horrible idea of immense height. The impression is 
divided ; you pass on by computation, from one stage of the 
tremendous space to another. Had the girl in The Mourning 
Bride said, she could not cast her shoe to the top of one of the 
pillars in the temple, it would not have aided the idea, but 
weakened it.”” 
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““A Poor Player ”’ 

I complained that he had not mentioned Garrick in his Preface 
to Shakspeare ; and asked him if he did not admire him. Joun- 
son : “ Yes, as ‘a poor player, who frets and struts his hour upon 
the stage ’ ;—as a shadow.”’ Bosweii: “ But has he not brought 
Shakspeare into notice?” Jounson: “ Sir, to allow that, would 
be to lampoon the age. Many of Shakspeare’s plays are the worse 
for being acted: Macbeth, for instance.” Boswrerz: ‘‘ What, 
Sir, is nothing gained by decoration and action? Indeed, I do 
wish that you had mentioned Garrick.” Jounson: “‘ My dear 
Sir, had I mentioned him, I must have mentioned many more ; 
Mrs Pritchard, Mrs Cibber,—nay, and Mr Cibber too; he too 
altered Shakspeare.” Boswett: “ You have read his apology, 
Sir?” Jounson: ‘ Yes, it is very entertaining. But as for 
Cibber himself, taking from his conversation all that he ought not 
to have said, he was a poor creature. I remember when he 
brought me one of his Odes to have my opinion of it, I could 
not bear such nonsense, and would not let him read it to the end ; 
so little respect had I for shat great man! (laughing.) Yet I 
remember Richardson wondering that I could treat him with 
familiarity.” 


Executions at Tyburn 

I mentioned to him that I had seen the execution of several 
convicts at T'yburn, two days before, and that none of them seemed 
to be under any concern. Jounson: “ Most of them, Sir, have 
never thought at all.” Boswett: “ But is not the fear of death 
natural to man?” Jounson: “ So much so, Sir, that the whole 
of life is but keeping away the thoughts of it.” He then, in a low 
and earnest tone, talked of his meditating upon the awful hour of 
his own dissolution, and in what manner he should conduct himself 
upon that occasion : “ I know not (said he) whether I should wish 
to have a friend by me, or have it all between Gop and myself.” 


At the Mitre 

On the 26th of October, we dined together at the Mitre tavern. 
I found fault with Foote for indulging his talent of ridicule at the 
expense of his visitors, which I colloquially termed making fools 
of his company. Jounson: “ Why, Sir, when you go to see 
Foote, you do not go to see a saint; you go to see a man who will 
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be entertained at your house, and then bring you on a public 
stage ; who will entertain you at his house for the very purpose 
of bringing you on a public stage. Sir, he does not make fools of 
his company ;_ they whom he exposes are fools already : he only 
brings them into action.’ 


Boswell is Fastidious 

We went home to his house to tea. Mrs Williams made it 
with sufficient dexterity, notwithstanding her blindness, though 
her manner of satisfying herself that the cups were full enough, 
appeared to me a little awkward; for I fancied she put her finger 
down a certain way, till she felt the tea touch it. In my first 
elation at being allowed the privilege of attending Dr Johnson at 
his late visits to this lady, I willingly drank cup after cup, as if it 
had been the Heliconian spring. But as the charm of novelty went 
off, I grew more fastidious; and, besides, I discovered that she was 
of a peevish temper. 

There was a pretty large circle this evening. Dr Johnson was 
in very good humour, lively, and ready to talk upon all subjects. 
Mr Fergusson, the self-taught philosopher, told him of a new- 
invented machine which went without horses: a man who sat in 
it turned a handle, which worked a spring that drove it forward. 
“Then, Sir, (said Johnson,) what is gained is, the man has his 
choice whether he will move himself alone, or himself and the 
machine too.” 


Of Education 

I know not how so whimsical a thought came into my mind, 
but I asked, “If, Sir, you were shut up in a castle, and a new- 
born child with you, what would you do?” Joxunson: ‘“‘ Why, 
Sir, I should not much like my company.” Boswett: “ But 
would you take the trouble of rearing it?”’ He seemed, as may 
be supposed, unwilling to pursue the subject: but upon my per- 
severing in my question, replied, “‘ Why yes, Sir, I would; but I 
must have all conveniences. If I had no garden, I would make 
a shed on the roof, and take it there for fresh air. I should feed 
it, and wash it much, and with warm water to please it, not with 
cold water to give it pain.” Bosweitz: “ But, Sir, does not heat 
relax?”’ Jounson: “ Sir, you are not to imagine the water is to 
be very hot. I would not codd/e the child. No, Sir, the hardy 
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method of treating children does no good. I'll take you five 
children from London, who shall cuff five Highland children. 
Sir, a man bred in London will carry a burden, or run, or wrestle, 
as well as a man brought up in the hardest manner in the country.” 
Boswett: ‘‘ Good living, I suppose, makes the Londoners 
strong.” Joxunson: “ Why, Sir, I don’t know that it does. Our 
chairmen from Ireland, who are as strong men as any, have been 
brought up upon potatoes. Quantity makes up for quality.” 
Bosweti: “ Would you teach this child that I have furnished 
you with, any thing?” Jonson: ‘‘ No, I should not be apt 
to teach it.” Boswert: ‘‘ Would not you have a pleasure in 
teaching it?”’ Jounson: “ No, Sir, I should wot have a pleasure 
in teaching it.” Boswetz: “ Have you not a pleasure in teaching 
men—T ere I have you. You have the same pleasure in teaching 
men, that I should have in teaching children.” Jounson: “ Why, 
something about that.” 

Boswett: “ Do you think, Sir, that what is called natural affec- 
tion is born with us? It seems to me to be the effect of habit, 
or of gratitude for kindness. No child has it for a parent whom 
it has not seen.” Jonnson: “ Why, Sir, I think there is an in- 
stinctive natural affection in parents towards their children.” 


The Fear of Death 

When we were alone, I introduced the subject of death, and 
endeavoured to maintain that the fear of it might be got over. 
I told him that David Hume said to me, he was no more uneasy 
to think he should zor de after his life, than that he 4ad mot been 
before he began to exist. Jounson: “ Sir, if he really thinks so, 
his perceptions are disturbed ; he is mad: if he does not think so, 
he lies. He may tell you, he holds his finger in the flame of a 
candle, without feeling pain; would you believe him? When 
he dies, he at least gives up all he has.” Bosweti: “ Foote, Sir, 
told me, that when he was very ill he was not afraid to die?” 
Jounson: “It is not true, Sir. Hold a pistol to Foote’s breast, 
or to Hume’s breast, and threaten to kill them, and you’ll see how 
they behave.” Bosweti: “‘ But may we not fortify our minds 
for the approach of death ?””—Here I am sensible I was in the 
wrong, to bring before his view what he ever looked upon with 
horror; for although when in a celestial frame of mind in his 
Vanity of Human Wishes, he has supposed death to be ** kind 
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Nature’s signal for retreat,” from this state of being to “‘ a happier 
seat,” his thoughts upon this awful change were in general full of 
dismal apprehensions. His mind resembled the vast amphitheatre, 
the Coliseum at Rome. In the centre stood his judgement, which, 
like a mighty gladiator, combated those apprehensions that, like 
the wild beasts of the Areva, were all around in cells, ready to 
be let out upon him. After a conflict, he drives them back into 
their dens; but not killing them, they were still assailing him. 
‘To my question, whether we might not fortify our minds for the 
approach of death, he answered in a passion, “‘ No, Sir, let it 
alone. It matters not how a man dies, but how he lives. ‘The 
act of dying is not of importance, it lasts so short a time.” He 
added, (with an earnest look) ‘‘ A man knows it must be so, and 
submits. It will do him no good to whine.” 


Boswell gives Offence 

I attempted to continue the conversation. He was so pro- 
voked, that he said : ‘‘ Give us no more of this ” ; and was thrown 
into such a state of agitation, that he expressed himself in a way 
that alarmed and distressed me; shewed an impatience that I 
should leave him, and when I was going away, called to me sternly, 
“Don’t let us meet to-morrow.” 

I went home exceedingly uneasy. All the harsh observations 
which I had ever heard made upon his character, crowded into 
my mind; and I seemed to myself like the man who had put his 
head into the lion’s mouth a great many times with perfect safety, 
but at last had it bit off. 

Next morning I sent him a note, stating that I might have been 
in the wrong, but it was not intentionally; he was therefore, I 
could not help thinking, too severe upon me. ‘That notwith- 
standing our agreement not to meet that day, I would call on him 
in my way to the city, and stay five minutes by my watch. “ You 
are (said I) in my mind, since last night, surrounded with cloud and 
storm. Let me have a glimpse of sunshine, and go about my affairs 
in serenity and cheerfulness.” 


The Breach is healed 

Upon entering his study, I was glad that he was not alone, 
which would have made our meeting more awkward. ‘There 
were with him, Mr Steevens and Mr ‘Tyers, both of whom I 
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now saw for the first time. My note had, on his own reflec- 
tion, softened him, for he received me very complacently ; so that 
I unexpectedly found myself at ease; and joined in the conver- 
sation. 

I whispered him, “ Well, Sir, you are now in good humour.” 
Jounson : “ Yes, Sir.” 1 was going to leave him, and had got as 
far as the staircase. He stopped me, and smiling, said, ‘‘ Get you 
gone iz”’; a curious mode of inviting me to stay, which I ac- 
cordingly did for some time longer. 

This little incidental quarrel and reconciliation must be esteemed 
as one of many proofs which his friends had, that though he might 
be charged with ad humour at times, he was always a good-natured 
man; and I have heard Sir Joshua Reynolds, a nice and delicate 
observer of manners, particularly remark, that when upon any occa- 
sion Johnson had been rough to any person in company, he took the 
first opportunity of reconciliation, by drinking to him, or addressing 
his discourse to him; but if he found his dignified indirect over- 
tures sullenly neglected, he was quite indifferent, and considered 
himself as having done all that he ought to do, and the other as 
now in the wrong. 


Dr Maxwell’s Memories 

{1770] During this year there was a total cessation of all corre- 
spondence between Dr Johnson and me, without any coldness on 
either side, but merely from procrastination, continued from day 
to day; and as I was not in London, I had no opportunity of 
enjoying his company and recording his conversation. ‘To supply 
this blank, I shall present my readers with some Co//ectanea, oblig- 
ingly furnished to me by the Rev. Dr Maxwell, of Falkland, in 
Ireland, some time assistant preacher at the Temple, and for many 
years the social friend of Johnson, who spoke of him with a very 
kind regard. 

“* My acquaintance with that great and venerable character com- 
menced in the year 1754. I was introduced to him by Mr 
Grierson, his Majesty’s printer at Dublin, a gentleman of un- 
common learning, and great wit and vivacity. Mr Grierson died 
in Germany, at the age of twenty-seven. Dr Johnson highly 
respected his abilities, and often observed, that he possessed more 
extensive knowledge than any man of his years he had ever known. 
His industry was equal to his talents ; and he particularly excelled 
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in every species of philological learning, and was, perhaps, the best 
critic of the age he lived in. 


Johnson’s Mode of Life 

“‘ His general mode of life, during my acquaintance, seemed to 
be pretty uniform. About twelve o’clock I commonly visited 
him, and frequently found him in bed, or declaiming over his 
tea, which he drank very plentifully. He generally had a levee 
of morning visitors, chiefly men of letters; Hawkesworth, Gold- 
smith, Murphy, Langton, Steevens, Beauclerk, etc. etc., and some- 
times learned ladies; particularly, 1 remember a French lady of 
wit and fashion doing him the honour of a visit. He seemed to 
me to be considered as a kind of public oracle, whom every body 
thought they had a right to visit and consult ; and doubtless they 
were well rewarded. I never could discover how he found time 
for his compositions. He declaimed all the morning, then went 
to dinner at a tavern, where he commonly stayed late, and then 
drank his tea at some friend’s house, over which he loitered a great 
while, but seldom took supper. I fancy he must have read and 
wrote chiefly in the night, for I can scarcely recollect that he ever 
refused going with me to a tavern, and he often went to Ranelagh, 
which he deemed a place of innocent recreation. 

“ He frequently gave all the silver in his pocket to the poor, 
who watched him, between his house and the tavern where he 
dined. He walked the streets at all hours, and said he was never 
robbed, for the rogues knew he had little money, nor had the 
appearance of having much. 

“Though the most accessible and communicative man alive, yet 
when he suspected he was invited to be exhibited, he constantly 
spurned the invitation. 


Love and London 

“Johnson was much attached to London : he observed, that a 
man stored his mind better there, than any where else; and that 
in remote situations a man’s body might be feasted, but his mind 
was starved, and his faculties apt to degenerate, from want of 
exercise and competition. No place (he said) cured a man’s 
vanity or arrogance, so well as London; for as no man was either 
great or good per se, but as compared with others not so good or 
great, he was sure to find in the metropolis many his equals, and 
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some his superiors. He observed, that a man in London was in 
less danger of falling in love indiscreetly, than any where else ; 
for there the difficulty of deciding between the conflicting pre- 
tensions of a vast variety of objects, kept him safe. He told me, 
that he had frequently been offered country preferment, if he 
would consent to take orders; but he could not leave the improved 
society of the capital, or consent to exchange the exhilarating joys 
and splendid decorations of public life, for the obscurity, insipidity, 
and uniformity of remote situations. 

“ Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, he said, was the only book 
that ever took him out of bed two hours sooner than he wished to 
rise. 

“When exasperated by contradiction, he was apt to treat his 
opponents with too much acrimony : as, ‘ Sir, you don’t see your 
way through that question ” :—‘ Sir, you talk the language of ignor- 
ance.” On my observing to him, that a certain gentleman had re- 
mained silent the whole evening, in the midst of a very brilliant 
and learned society, ‘ Sir, (said he,) the conversation overflowed, 
and drowned him.’ 

“* Speaking of a dull tiresome fellow, whom he chanced to meet, 
he said, ‘That fellow seems to me to possess but one idea, and that 
is a wrong one.’ 

*“* Much inquiry having been made concerning a gentleman who 
had quitted a company where Johnson was, and no information 
being obtained; at last Johnson observed, that ‘ he did not care 
to speak ill of any man behind his back, but he believed the gentle- 
man was an a/torney.’ 


Of Marriage 

A gentleman who had been very unhappy in marriage, mar- 
ried immediately after his wife died: Johnson said, it was the 
triumph of hope over experience. 

“ He observed, that a man of sense and education should meet 
a suitable companion in a wife. It was a miserable thing when 
the conversation could only be such as, whether the mutton should 
be boiled or roasted, and probably a dispute about that. 

‘He did not approve of late marriages, observing, that more 
was lost in point of time, than compensated for by any possible 
advantages. Even ill-assorted marriages were preferable to cheer- 
less celibacy.” 
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I at length renewed a correspondence which had been too long 
discontinued : 
“TO DR JOHNSON 


“ EDINBURGH, April 18, 1771 

“ My Dear Sir, 

“ T can now fully understand those intervals of silence in your 
correspondence with me, which have often given me anxiety and 
uneasiness ; for although I am conscious that my veneration and 
love for Mr Johnson have never in the least abated, yet I have 
deferred for almost a year and a half to write to him.” *** 

In the subsequent part of this letter, I gave him an account of 
my comfortable life as a married man, and a lawyer in practice at 
the Scotch bar; invited him to Scotland, and promised to attend 
him to the Highlands, and Hebrides. 

In October, I again wrote to him, thanking him for his last letter, 
and his obliging reception of Mr Beattie ; informing him that I had 
been at Alnwick lately, and had good accounts of him from Dr Percy. 

In 1772, he was altogether quiescent as an author; but it will 
be found, from the various evidences which I shall bring together, 
that his mind was acute, lively, and vigorous. 


The Respect due to Old Families 


In the morning we had talked of old families, and the respect 
due to them. Jounson: “ Sir, you have a right to that kind of 
respect, and are arguing for yourself. I am for supporting the 
principle, and am disinterested in doing it, as I have no such 
right.” Boswrtt: “ Why, Sir, it is one more incitement to a 
man to do well.” Jounson: “ Yes, Sir; and it is a matter of 
opinion, very necessary to keep society together. What is it but 
opinion, by which we have a respect for authority, that prevents 
us, who are the rabble, from rising up and pulling down you who 
are gentlemen from your places, and saying, ‘ We will be gentle- 
men in our turn?’ Now, Sir, that respect for authority i is much 
more easily granted to a man whose father has had it, than to an 
upstart, and so society is more easily supported.” Boswetr: 
““ Perhaps, Sir, it might be done by the respect belonging to office, 
as among the Romans, where the dress, the saga, inspired rever- 
ence.” JoHNson: “ Why, we know very little about the Romans. 
But surely, it is much easier to respect a man who has always had 
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respect, than to respect a man who we know was last year no 
better than ourselves, and will be no better next year. In repub- 
lics, there is no respect for authority, but a fear of power.” Bos- 
weLL: “‘ At present, Sir, I think riches seem to gain most respect.” 
Jounson: “No, Sir, riches do not gain hearty respect; they 
only procure external attention. A very rich man, from low be- 
ginnings, may buy his election in a borough; but, ceteris pari- 
dus, a man of family will be preferred. People will prefer a man 
for whose father their fathers have voted, though they should get no 
more money, or even less. ‘That shews that the respect for family 
is not merely fanciful, but has an actual operation. If gentlemen 
of family would allow the rich upstarts to spend their money pro- 
fusely, which they are ready enough to do, and not vie with them 
in expense, the upstarts would soon be at an end, and the gentlemen 
would remain; but if the gentlemen will vie in expense with the 
upstarts, which is very foolish, they must be ruined.” 


Good Words 

On Monday, March 23, I found him busy, preparing a fourth 
edition of his folio Dictionary. Mr Peyton, one of his original 
amanuenses, was writing for him. I put him in mind of a 
meaning of the word side, which he had omitted, viz. relationship ; 
as father’s side, mother’s side. He inserted it. I asked him, if 
humiliating was a good word. He said, he had seen it frequently 
used, but he did not know it to be legitimate English. He would 
not admit civi/ization, but only civility. With great deference to 
him, I thought civi/ization, from to civilize, better, in the sense 
opposed to daréarity, than civility ; as it is better to have a distinct 
word for each sense, than one word with two senses, which civility 
is, in his way of using it. 


Boswell’s Scottish Accent 

On Saturday, March 27, I introduced to him Sir Alexander 
Macdonald, with whom he had expressed a wish to be acquainted. 
He received him very courteously. 

Sir A. “I have been correcting several Scotch accents in my 
friend Boswell. I doubt, Sir, if any Scotchman ever attains to a 
perfect English pronunciation.” Jounson: ‘“‘ Why, Sir, few of 
them do, because they do not persevere after acquiring a certain 
degree of it. But, Sir, there can be no doubt that they may attain 
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to a perfect English pronunciation, if they will. We find how 
near they come to it; and certainly, a man who conquers nine- 
teen parts of the Scottish accent, may conquer the twentieth. 
But, Sir, when a man has got the better of nine-tenths he grows 
weary, he relaxes his diligence, he finds he has corrected his 
accent so far as not to be disagreeable, and he no longer desires 
his friends to tell him when he is wrong; nor does he choose to 
be told. Sir, when people watch me narrowly, and I do not 
watch myself, they will find me out to be of a particular county. 
In the same manner, Dunning may be found out to be a Devon- 
shire man. So most Scotchmen may be found out. But, Sir, 
little aberrations are of no disadvantage. I never catched Mallet 
in a Scotch accent; and yet Mallet, I suppose, was past five-and- 
twenty before he came to London.” 

Upon another occasion I talked to him on this subject, having 
myself taken some pains to improve my pronunciation, by the aid 
of the late Mr Love, of Drury Lane theatre, when he was a player 
at Edinburgh, and also of old Mr Sheridan. Johnson said to me, 
“* Sir, your pronunciation is not offensive.” With this concession 
I was pretty well satisfied; and let me give my countrymen of 
North Britain an advice, not to aim at absolute perfection in this 
respect; not to speak High English, as we are apt to call what is 
far removed from the Scotch, but which is by no means good En- 
glish, and makes “‘ the fools who use it” truly ridiculous. Good 
English is plain, easy, and smooth, in the mouth of an unaffected 
English gentleman. A studied and factitious pronunciation, which 
requires perpetual attention, and imposes perpetual constraint, is 
exceedingly disgusting. 


Of Pronunciation 

Boswexi: “ It may be of use, Sir, to have a Dictionary to ascer- 
tain the pronunciation.” Jounson: ‘‘ Why, Sir, my Dictionary 
shews you the accent of words, if you can but remember them.” 
Bosweii: “ But, Sir, we want marks to ascertain the pronuncia- 
tion of the vowels. Sheridan, I believe, has finished such a work.” 
Jounson: ‘‘ Why, Sir, consider how much easier it is to learn a 
language by the ear, than by any marks. Sheridan’s Dictionary 
may do very well; but you cannot always carry it about with you : 
and, when you want the word, you have not the Dictionary. It is 
like a man who has a sword that will not draw. It is an admir- 
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able sword, to be sure: but while your enemy is cutting your 
throat, you are unable to use it. Besides, Sir, what entitles Sheri- 
dan to fix the pronunciation of English? He has, in the first 
place, the disadvantage of being an Irishman: and if he says he 
will fix it after the example of the best company, why they differ 
among themselves. I remember an instance: when I published 
the P/an for my Dictionary, Lord Chesterfield told me that the 
word great should be pronounced so as to rhyme to state; and Sir 
William Yonge sent me word that it should be pronounced so as 
to rhyme to sea¢, and that none but an Irishman would pronounce 
it grait. Now here were two men of the highest rank, the one the 
best speaker in the House of Lords, the other the best speaker in 
the House of Commons, differing entirely.” 


“Pleasures of Imagination” 

We went down between twelve and one to Mrs Williams’s 
room, and drank tea. I mentioned that we were to have the re- 
mains of Mr Gray, in prose and verse, published by Mr Mason. 
Jounson: “I think we have had enough of Gray. I see they 
have published a splendid edition of Akenside’s works. One bad 
ode may be suffered ; but a number of them together makes one 
sick.” Bosweii: ‘“ Akenside’s distinguished poem is his P/easures 
of Imagination, but, for my part, I never could admire it so much 
as most people do.” Joxnson: “ Sir, I could not read it through.” 
Bosweii: “I have read it through; but I did not find any great 
power in it.” 


Beauty and Utility 

[At General Paoli’s] we fell into a disquisition whether there 
is any beauty independent of utility. The General maintained 
there was not. Dr Johnson maintained that there was; and he 
instanced a coffee-cup which he held in his hand, the painting 
of which was of no real use, as the cup would hold the coffee 
equally well if plain; yet the painting was beautiful. 

We talked of the strange custom of swearing in conversation. 
The General said, that all barbarous nations swore from a certain 
violence of temper, that could not be confined to earth, but was 
always reaching at the powers above. He said, too, that there 
was greater variety of swearing in proportion as there was a greater 
variety of religious ceremonies. 
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Dr Johnson went home with me to my lodgings in Conduit 
Street, and drank tea, previous to our going to the Pantheon, 
which neither of us had seen before. 

He said, ‘‘ Goldsmith’s Life of Parnell is poor; not that it is 
poorly written, but that he had poor materials; for nobody can 
write the life of a man, but those who have eat and drunk and 
lived in social intercourse with him.” 

I said, that if it was not troublesome and presuming too much, 
I would request him to tell me all the little circumstances of his 
life ; what schools he attended, when he came to Oxford, when he 
came to London, etc. etc. He did not disapprove of my curiosity 
as to these particulars : but said, ‘‘ They'll come out by degrees, as 
we talk together.” 


“A Vile Whig ”’ 

Happening to meet Sir Adam Ferguson, I presented him to Dr 
Johnson. 

Sir Adam suggested, that luxury corrupts a people, and destroys 
the spirit of liberty. Jounson: “ Sir, that is all visionary. I 
would not give half a guinea to live under one form of government 
rather than another. It is of no moment to the happiness of an 
individual. Sir, the danger of the abuse of power is nothing to 
a private man. What Frenchman is prevented from passing his 
life as he pleases?”” Str Avam: “ But, Sir, in the British constitu- 
tion, it is surely of importance to keep up a spirit in the people, 
so as to preserve a balance against the crown.” Jounson: “‘ Sir, 
I perceive you are a vile Whig.—Why all this childish jealousy 
of the power of the crown? ‘The crown has not power enough. 
When I say that all governments are alike, I consider that in no 
government power can be abused long. Mankind will not bear 
it. Ifa sovereign oppresses his people to a great degree, they will 
rise and cut off his head. ‘There is a remedy in human nature 
against tyranny, that will keep us safe under every form of govern- 
ment. Had not the people of France thought themselves honoured 
in sharing in the brilliant actions of Louis XIV they would not 
have endured him; and we may say the same of the King of 
Prussia’s people.’ Sir Adam introduced the ancient Greeks and 
Romans. Jounson: “ Sir, the mass of both of them were bar- 
barians. ‘Ihe mass of every people must be barbarous where there 
is no printing, and consequently knowledge is not generally diffused. 
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Knowledge is diffused among our people by the newspapers.” Sir 
Adam mentioned the orators, poets, and artists of Greece. Jounson : 
“Sir, I am talking of the mass of the people. We see even what 
the boasted Athenians were. ‘The little effect which Demosthenes’ 
orations had upon them, shews that they were barbarians.” 


Fielding ‘‘a Blockhead”’ 

On Monday, April 6, I dined with him at Sir Alexander 
Macdonald’s, where was a young officer in the regimentals of the 
Scots Royal, who talked with a vivacity, fluency, and precision so 
uncommon, that he attracted particular attention. He proved to 
be the Honourable Thomas Erskine, youngest brother to the Earl 
of Buchan, who has since risen into such brilliant reputation at the 
bar in Westminster Hall. 

Fielding being mentioned, Johnson exclaimed, “ he was a block- 
head” ; and upon my expressing my astonishment at so strange an 
assertion, he said, “‘ What I mean by his being a blockhead is, that 
he was a barren rascal.” Boswet,: “ Will you not allow, Sir, 
that he draws very natural pictures of human life?” Jonson: 
“ Why, Sir, it is of very low life. Richardson used to say, that 
had he not known who Fielding was, he should have believed he 
was an ostler. Sir, there is more knowledge of the heart in one 
letter of Richardson’s, than in all Tom ones. I, indeed, never 
read Foseph Andrews.” Erskine: “ Surely, Sir, Richardson is 
very tedious.” Jounson: ‘‘ Why, Sir, if you were to read Rich- 
ardson for the story, your impatience would be so much fretted 
that you would hang yourself. But you must read him for the 
sentiment, and consider the story as only giving occasion to the 
sentiment.”’—I have already given my opinion of Fielding ; but I 
cannot refrain from repeating here my wonder at Johnson’s ex- 
cessive and unaccountable depreciation of one of the best writers 
that England has produced. Yom ones has stood the test of 
public opinion with such success, as to have established its great 
merit, both for the story, the sentiments, and the manners, and 
also the varieties of diction, so as to leave no doubt of its having 
an animated truth of execution throughout. 


Near Relations 
I talked of the little attachment which subsisted between near 
relations in London. “ Sir, (said Johnson,) in a country so com- 
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mercial as ours, where every man can do for himself, there is not 
so much occasion for that attachment. No man is thought the 
worse of here, whose brother was hanged. In uncommercial 
countries, many of the branches of a family must depend on the 
stock ; so, in order to make the head of the family take care of 
them, they are represented as connected with his reputation, that, 
self-love being interested, he may exert himself to promote their 
interest. You have first large circles, or clans; as commerce in- 
creases, the connexion is confined to families; by degrees, that too 
goes off, as having become unnecessary, and there being few oppor- 
tunities of intercourse. One brother is a merchant in the city, 


and another is an officer in the guards; how little intercourse can 
these two have.” 


At General Oglethorpe’s 

On Friday, April ro, I dined with him at General Oglethorpe’s, 
where we found Dr Goldsmith. 

A question was started, how far people who disagreed in a 
capital point can live in friendship together. Johnson said, they 
might. Goldsmith said they could not, as they had not the idem 
velle atque idem nolle—the same likings and the same aversions. 
Jounson: “ Why, Sir, you must shun the subject as to which you 
disagree. For instance, I can live very well with Burke: I love 
his knowledge, his genius, his diffusion, and affluence of conversa- 
tion; but I would not talk to him of the Rockingham party.” 
GotpsmitH: “ But, Sir, when people live together who have 
something as to which they disagree, and which they want to shun, 
they will be in the situation mentioned in the story of Bluebeard : 
‘You may look into all the chambers but one.’ But we should 
have the greatest inclination to look into that chamber, to talk of 
that subject.” Jounson (with a loud voice): “ Sir, Iam not say- 
ing that yow could live in friendship with a man from whom you 
differ as to some point: I am only saying that J could do it.” 


Goldsmith’s Natural History 


Goldsmith told us, that he was now busy in writing a Natural 
history ; and, that he might have full leisure for it, he had taken 
lodgings, at a farmer’s house, near to the six-mile-stone, on the 
Edgeware Road, and had carried down his books in two returned 
post-chaises. He said, he believed the farmer’s family thought him 
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an odd character, similar to that in which the Spectator appeared 
to his landlady and her children: he was The Gentleman. Mr 
Mickle, the translator of The Lusiad, and I, went to visit him at this 
place a few days afterwards. He was not at home; but having 
a curiosity to see his apartment, we went in, and found curious 
scraps of descriptions of animals, scrawled upon the wall with a 
black-lead pencil. 


The Methodists at Oxford 

On Saturday, April 11, he appointed me to come to him in the 
evening. 

Of our friend Goldsmith he said, “‘ Sir, he is so much afraid of 
being unnoticed, that he often talks merely lest you should forget 
that he is in the company.” Boswetr: “ Yes, he stands forward.” 
Jounson : ‘“‘ True, Sir; but ifa man is to stand forward, he should 
wish to do it not in an awkward posture, not in rags, not so as 
that he shall only be exposed to ridicule.” Bosweti: “ For my 
part, I like very well to hear honest Goldsmith talk away care- 
lessly.”” Jounson: “ Why, yes, Sir; but he should not like to hear 
himself.” 

I talked of the recent expulsion of six students from the Uni- 
versity of Oxford, who were Methodists, and would not desist from 
publicly praying and exhorting. Jounson: “ Sir, that expulsion 
was extremely just and proper. What have they to do ata Uni- 
versity, who are not willing to be taught, but will presume to 
teach? Where is religion to be learnt, but at a University? 
Sir, they were examined, and found to be mighty ignorant fellows.” 
Boswetx: “ But, was it not hard, Sir, to expel them, for I am told 
they were good beings?” Jounson: “I believe they might be 
good beings; but they were not fit to be in the University of Ox- 
ford. Acow isa very good animal in the field; but we turn her out 
of a garden.” Lord Elibank used to repeat this as an illustration 
uncommonly happy. 


Of Waistcoats and Candles 

Mr Langton told us, he was about to establish a school upon 
his estate, but it had been suggested to him, that it might have a 
tendency to make the people less industrious. Jounson: “No, 
Sir. While learning to read and write is a distinction, the few 
who have that distinction may be the less inclined to work; but 
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when every body learns to read and write, it is no longer a dis- 
tinction. A man who has a laced waistcoat is too fine a man to 
work; but if every body had laced waistcoats, we should have 
people working in laced waistcoats. ‘There are no people what- 
ever more industrious, none who work more, than our manufac- 
turers; yet they have all learnt to read and write. Sir, you must 
not neglect doing a thing immediately good, from fear of remote 
evil;—from fear of its being abused. A man who has candles may 
sit up too late, which he would not do if he had not candles; but 
nobody will deny that the art of making candles, by which light 
is continued to us beyond the time that the sun gives us light, is 
a valuable art, and ought to be preserved.” Boswert: “ But, 
Sir, would it not be better to follow nature; and go to bed and 
rise just as nature gives us light or withholds it?” JouHNnson: 
“No, Sir; for then we should have no kind of equality in the 
partition of our time between sleeping and waking. It would be 
very different in different seasons and in different places. In some 
of the northern parts of Scotland, how little light is there in the 
depth of winter!” 


Taste and Literary Style 

On Sunday, April 19, being Easter-day, General Paoli and I 
paid him a visit before dinner. ‘Talking on the subject of taste 
in the arts, he said, that difference of taste was in truth, difference 
of skill. Bosweri: “ But, Sir, is there not a quality called taste, 
which consists merely in perception or in liking? For instance, 
we find people differ much as to what is the best style of English 
composition. Some think Swift’s the best ; others prefer a fuller 
and grander way of writing.” Jounson: “ Sir, you must first 
define what you mean by style, before you can judge who has a 
good taste in style, and who hasa bad. ‘The two classes of persons 
whom you have mentioned, don’t differ as to good and bad. ‘They 
both agree that Swift has a good neat style; but one loves a neat 
style, another loves a style of more splendour. In like manner, 
one loves a plain coat, another loves a laced coat; but neither will 
deny that each is good in its kind.” 


At the Crown and Anchor 


While I remained in London this spring, I was with him at 
several other times, both by himselfandin company. I dined with 


4ge 63] ADVENTURES AT SHREWSBURY 121 


him one day at the Crown and Anchor tavern, in the Strand, with 
Lord Elibank, Mr Langton, and Dr Vansittart of Oxford. With- 
out specifying each particular day, I have preserved the following 
memorable things. 

I regretted the reflection in his preface to Shakspeare against 
Garrick, to whom we cannot but apply the following passage : 
“I collated such copies as I could procure, and wished for more, 
but have not found the collectors of these rarities very communica- 
tive.” I told him, that Garrick had complained to me of it, and 
had vindicated himself by assuring me, that Johnson was made 
welcome to the full use of his collection, and that he left the key 
of it with a servant, with orders to have a fire and every conveni- 
ence for him. I found Johnson’s notion was, that Garrick wanted 
to be courted for them, and that, on the contrary, Garrick should 
have courted him, and sent him the plays of his own accord. But, 
indeed, considering the slovenly and careless manner in which 
books were treated by Johnson, it could not be expected that scarce 
and valuable editions should have been lent to him. 

A gentleman having to some of the usual arguments for drinking 
added this : “‘ You know, Sir, drinking drives away care, and makes 
us forget whatever is disagreeable. Would not you allow a man to 
drink for that reason?”’ Jonnson: “ Yes, Sir, if he sat next you.” 


Adventures at Shrewsbury 

A learned Gentleman who in the course of conversation wished 
to inform us of this simple fact, that the Counsel upon the circuit 
at Shrewsbury were much bitten by fleas, took, I suppose, seven 
or eight minutes in relating it circumstantially. He in a plenitude 
of phrase told us, that large bales of woollen cloth were lodged in 
the town-hall ;—that by reason of this, fleas nestled there in pro- 
digious numbers; that the lodgings of the Counsel were near the 
town-hall ;—and that those little animals moved from place to place 
with wonderful agility. Johnson sat in great impatience till the 
gentleman had finished his tedious narrative, and then burst out 
(playfully however,) “‘ It is a pity, Sir, that you have not seen a 
lion; for a flea has taken you such a time, that a lion must have 
served you a twelvemonth.” 

He would not allow Scotland to derive any credit from Lord 
Mansfield : for he was educated in England. ‘‘ Much (said he) 
may be made of a Scotchman, if he be caug/t young.” 
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In 1773, his only publication was an edition of his folio Dic- 
tionary, with additions and corrections. 


Goldsmith’s Apology 

On Saturday, April 3, the day after my arrival in London this 
year, I went to his house late in the evening, and sat with Mrs 
Williams till he came home. I found in the London Chronicle, 
Dr Goldsmith’s apology to the public for beating Evans, a book- 
seller, on account of a paragraph in a newspaper published by him, 
which Goldsmith thought impertinent to him and to a lady of his 
acquaintance. ‘The apology was written so much in Dr Johnson’s 
manner, that both Mrs Williams and I supposed it to be his; 
but when he came home, he soon undeceived us. When he said 
to Mrs Williams, “‘ Well, Dr Goldsmith’s manifesto has got into 
your paper,” I asked him if Dr Goldsmith had written it, with 
an air that made him see I suspected it was his, though subscribed 
by Goldsmith. Jounson: “ Sir, Dr Goldsmith would no more 
have asked me to write such a thing as that for him, than he would 
have asked me to feed him with a spoon, or to do any thing else that 
denoted his imbecility. I as much believe that he wrote it, as if 
I had seen him do it. Sir, had he shown it to any one friend, 
he would not have been allowed to publish it. He has indeed, 
done it very well; but it is a foolish thing well done. I suppose 
he has been so much elated with the success of his new comedy, 
that he has thought every thing that concerned him must be of im- 
portance to the public.” Boswezi: “I fancy, Sir, this is the 
first time that he has been engaged in such an adventure.” Joun- 
son: “* Why, Sir, I believe it is the first time he has deat; he may 
have deen beaten before. ‘This, Sir, is a new plume to him.” 

At Mr Thrale’s in the evening, he talked with an approba- 
tion of an intended edition of The Spectator, with notes; two 
volumes of which had been prepared by a gentleman eminent in 
the literary world, and the materials which he had collected for 
the remainder had been transferred to another hand. He observed, 
that all works which describe manners, require notes in sixty or 
seventy years, or less; and told us, he had communicated all he 
knew that could throw light upon The Spectator. He said, “ Addi- 
son had made his Sir Andrew Freeport a true Whig, arguing against 
giving charity to beggars, and throwing out other such ungracious 
sentiments; but that he had thought better, and made amends by 
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making him found a hospital for decayed farmers.” He called 
for the volume of The Spectator, in which that account is contained, 
and read it aloud tous. He read so well, that every thing acquired 
additional weight and grace from his utterance. 

On Thursday, April 8, I sat a good part of the evening with 
him, but he was very silent. He said, “‘ Burnet’s History of his 
Own Timesisvery entertaining. ‘Thestyle, indeed, is mere chit-chat. 
I do not believe that Burnet intentionally lied ; but he was so much 
prejudiced, that he took no pains to find out the truth. He was 
like a man who resolves to regulate his time by a certain watch ; 
but he will not inquire whether the watch is right or not.” 

Though he was not disposed to talk, he was unwilling that I 
should leave him; and when I looked at my watch, and told him 
it was twelve o’clock, he cried, ‘‘ What’s that to you and me?” 
and ordered Frank to tell Mrs Williams that we were coming to 
drink tea with her, which we did. It was settled that we should 
go to church together next day. 


Boswell dines with the Doctor 

To my great surprise he asked me to dine with him on Easter- 
day. I never supposed that he had a dinner at his house; for I 
had not then heard of any one of his friends having been enter- 
tained at his table. He told me, “‘ I generally have a meat-pie on 
Sunday: it is baked at a public oven, which is very properly 
allowed, because one man can attend it; and thus the advantage 
is obtained of not keeping servants from church to dress dinners.” 

April r1, being Easter-Sunday, after having attended Divine 
Service at St Paul’s, I repaired to Dr Johnson’s. I had gratified 
my curiosity much in dining with Jean Jacques Roussgau, while 
he lived in the wilds of Neufchatel: I had as great a curiosity 
to dine with Dr Samuet Jounson, in the dusky recess of a court 
in Fleet Street. I supposed we should scarcely have knives and 
forks, and only some strange, uncouth, ill-drest dish : but I found 
every thing in very good order. We had no other company but 
Mrs Williams and a young woman whom I did not know. Asa 
dinner here was considered as a singular phenomenon, and as I 
was frequently interrogated on the subject, my readers may per- 
haps be desirous to know our bill of fare. Foote, I remember, in 
allusion to Francis, the #egro, was willing to suppose that our re- 
past was d/ack éroth. But the fact was, that we had a very good 
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soup, a boiled leg of lamb and spinach, a veal pie, and a rice pud- 
ding. 

He owned that he thought Hawkesworth was one of his imita- 
tors, but he did not think Goldsmith was. Goldsmith, he said, 
had great merit. Boswezt: “ But Sir, he is much indebted to you 
for his getting so high in the public estimation.” Jounson: “ Why, 
Sir, he has perhaps got sooner to it by his intimacy with me.” 

Goldsmith, though his vanity often excited him to occasional 
competition, had a very high regard for Johnson, which he had at 
this time expressed in the strongest manner in the Dedication of 
his Comedy, entitled, She Stoops to Conquer. 


Of Luxury 

On Tuesday, April 13, he and Dr Goldsmith and I dined at 
General Oglethorpe’s. Goldsmith expatiated on the common 
topic, that the race of our people was degenerated, and that this 
was owing to luxury. JoHNnson: “ Sir, in the first place, I doubt 
the fact. I believe there are as many tall men in England now, 
as ever there were. But, secondly, supposing the stature of our 
people to be diminished, that is not owing to luxury ; for, Sir, con- 
sider to how very small a proportion of our people luxury can 
reach. Our soldiery, surely, are not luxurious, who live on six- 
pence a day; and the same remark will apply to almost all the 
other classes. Luxury, so far as it reaches the poor, will do good 
to the race of people ; it will strengthen and multiply them. Sir, 
no nation was ever hurt by luxury; for, as I said before, it can 
reach but to a very few. I admit that the great increase of com- 
merce and manufactures hurts the military spirit of a people; 
because it produces a competition for something else than martial 
honours,—a competition for riches. It also hurts the bodies of the 
people; for you will observe, there is no man who works at any 
particular trade, but you may know him from his appearance to 
do so. One part or the other of his body being more used than 
the rest, he is in some degree deformed: but, Sir, that is not 
luxury. A tailor sits cross-legged; but that is not luxury.”” Goxp- 
SMITH : “‘ Come, you’re just going to the same place by another 
road.” Jounson: “ Nay, Sir, I say that is not /uxury. Let us 
take a walk from Charing Cross to White-chapel, through, I sup- 
pose, the greatest series of shops in the world, what is there in any 
of these shops (if you except gin-shops,) that can do any human 
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being any harm?” Goxpsmiru: “ Well, Sir, I'll accept your 
challenge. ‘The very next shop to Northumberland House is a 
pickle-shop.” Jounson : ‘‘ Well, Sir: do we not know that a maid 
can in one afternoon make pickles sufficient to serve a whole family 
for a year? nay, that five pickle-shops can serve all the kingdom ? 
Besides, Sir, there is no harm done to any body by the making of 
pickles, or the eating of pickles.” 

We drank tea with the ladies; and Goldsmith sung Tony 
Lumpkin’s song in his comedy, She Stoops to Conquer, and a very 
pretty one, to an Irish tune, which he had designed for Miss Hard- 
castle! but as Mrs Bulkeley, who played the part, could not sing, 
it was left out. He afterwards wrote it down for me, by which 
means it was preserved, and now appears amongst his poems. Dr 
Johnson, in his way home, stopped at my lodgings in Piccadilly, and 
sat with me, drinking tea a second time, till a late hour. 


Equality and Happiness 

I told him that Mrs Macaulay said, she wondered how he could 
reconcile his political principles with his moral: his notions of 
inequality and subordination with wishing well to the happiness 
of all mankind, who might live so agreeably, had they all their 
portions of land, and none to domineer over another. JoHNsoN : 
““ Why, Sir, I reconcile my principles very well, because mankind 
are happier in a state of inequality and subordination. Were they 
to be in this pretty state of equality, they would soon degenerate 
into brutes ;—they would become Monboddo’s nation ;—their tails 
would grow. Sir, all would be losers, were all to work for all: 
—they would have no intellectual improvement. All intellectual 
improvement arises from leisure: all leisure arises from one 
working for another.” 


Reading Books through 

On Monday, April 19, he called on me with Mrs Williams, in 
Mr Strahan’s coach, and carried me out to dine with Mr Elphin- 
ston, at his Academy at Kensington. A printer having acquired a 
fortune sufficient to keep his coach, was a good topic for the credit 
of literature. Mrs Williams said, that another printer, Mr Hamil- 
ton, had not waited so long as Mr Strahan, but had kept his coach 
several years sooner. Jonson : “ He was in the right. Life is short. 
The sooner that a man begins to enjoy his wealth, the better.” 
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Mr Elphinston talked of a new book that was much admired, 
and asked Dr Johnson if he had read it. Jounson: “I have 
looked into it.” “‘ What, (said Elphinston,) have you not read 
it through ?’—Johnson, offended at being thus pressed, and so 
obliged to own his cursory mode of reading, answered tartly, ““ No, 
Sir; do you read books through?” 


In Defence of Duelling 

He this day again defended duelling, and put his argument upon 
what I have ever thought the most solid basis; that if public war 
be allowed to be consistent with morality, private war must be 
equally so. Indeed, we may observe what strained arguments are 
used to reconcile war with the Christian religion. But, in my 
opinion, it is exceeding clear that duelling having better reasons for 
its barbarous violence, is more justifiable than war in which thou- 
sands go forth without any cause of personal quarrel, and massacre 
each other. 


Garrick’s Vanity 

On Wednesday, April 21, I dined with him at Mr Thrale’s. 
A gentleman attacked Garrick for being vain. Jounson: “ No 
wonder, Sir, that he is vain; a man who is perpetually flattered 
in every mode that can be conceived. So many bellows have 
blown the fire, that one wonders he is not by this time become a 
cinder.” Bosweri: ‘‘ And such bellows too. Lord Mansfield 
with his cheeks like to burst: Lord Chatham like an Aolus. I 
have read such notes from them to him, as were enough to turn 
his head.” Jounson: “’True. When he whom every body else 
flatters, flatters me, I then am truly happy.” Mrs Turate: 
“The sentiment is in Congreve, I think.” Jounson: “ Yes, 
Madam, in The Way of the World: 


If there’s delight in love, ’tis when I see 
That heart which others bleed for, bleed for me.”’ 


Goidsmith’s Conversation 

On Tuesday, April 27, Mr Beauclerk and I called on him in 
the morning. As we walked up Johnson’s Court, I said, “‘ I have 
a veneration for this court”? ; and was glad to find that Beauclerk 
had the same reverential enthusiasm. We found him alone. 

He said, ‘‘ Goldsmith should not be for ever attempting to shine 
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in conversation: he has not temper for it, he is so much morti- 
fied when he fails. Sir, a game of jokes is composed partly of 
skill, partly of chance ; a man may be beat at times by one who 
has not the tenth part of his wit. Now Goldsmith’s putting him- 
self against another, is like a man laying a hundred to one who 
cannot spare the hundred. It is not worth a man’s while. A 
man should not lay a hundred to one, unless he can easily spare it, 
though he has a hundred chances for him : he can get but a guinea, 
and he may lose a hundred. Goldsmith is in this state. When 
he contends, if he gets the better, it is a very little addition to a 
man of his literary reputation : if he does not get the better, he is 
miserably vexed.” 

Johnson’s own superlative powers of wit set him above any 
risk of such uneasiness. Garrick had remarked to me of him, a 
few days before, ‘‘ Rabelais and all other wits are nothing com- 
pared with him. You may be diverted by them; but Johnson 
gives you a forcible hug, and shakes laughter out of you, whether 
you will or no.” 

Goldsmith, however, was often very fortunate in his witty con- 
tests, even when he entered the lists with Johnson himself. Sir 
Joshua Reynolds was in company with them one day, when Gold- 
smith said, that he thought he could write a good fable, mentioned 
the simplicity which that kind of composition requires, and ob- 
served, that in most fables the animals introduced seldom talk in 
character. ‘‘ For instance, (said he,) the fable of the little fishes, 
who saw birds fly over their heads, and envying them, petitioned 
Jupiter to be changed into birds. The skill, (continued he,) con- 
sists in making them talk like little fishes.” While he indulged 
himself in this fanciful reverie, he observed Johnson shaking his 
sides, and laughing. Upon which he smartly proceeded, “ Why, 
Dr Johnson, this is not so easy as you seem to think; for if you 
were to make little fishes talk, they would talk, like wHates.” 


Natural History 

On Thursday, April 29, I dined with him at General Ogle- 
thorpe’s, where were Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr Langton, Dr Gold- 
smith, and Mr Thrale. I was very desirous to get Dr Johnson 
absolutely fixed in his resolution to go with me to the Hebrides 
this year; and I told him that I had received a letter from Dr 
Robertson the historian, upon the subject, with which he was much 
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pleased, and now talked in such a manner of his long intended 
tour, that I was satisfied he meant to fulfil his engagement. 

The custom of eating dogs at Otaheite being mentioned, Gold- 
smith observed, that this was also a custom in China; that a dog- 
butcher is as common there as any other butcher; and that when 
he walks abroad all the dogs fall on him. Jounson: “ That is 
owing to his killing dogs, Sir. I remember a butcher at Lichfield, 
whom a dog, that was in the house where I lived, always attacked. 
It is the smell of carnage which provokes this, let the animals he 
has killed be what they may.” Gotpsmitu: “ Yes, there is a 
general abhorrence in animals at the signs of massacre. If you 
put a tub full of blood into a stable, the horses are like to go mad.” 
Jounson : “I doubt that.” Goxpsmiru: “ Nay, Sir, it is a fact 
well authenticated.” THrate: “ You had better prove it before 
you put it into your book on natural history. You may do it in 
my stable if you will.” Jounson: “ Nay, Sir, I would not have 
him prove it. If he is content to take his information from others, 
he may get through his book with little trouble, and without much 
endangering his reputation. But if he makes experiments for so 
comprehensive a book as his, there would be no end to them; _his 
erroneous assertions would then fall upon himself; and he might 
be blamed for not having made experiments as to every particular.” 

Dr Goldsmith’s new play, She Stoops to Conquer, being men- 
tioned; Jounson: “I know of no comedy for many years that 
has so much exhilarated an audience, that has answered so much 
the great end of comedy—making an audience merry.” 


Boswell enters the Charmed Circle 

On Friday, April 30, I dined with him at Mr Beauclerk’s, 
where were Lord Carlemont, Sir Joshua Reynolds, and some more 
members of the Lirzrary Crus, whom he had obligingly invited 
to meet me, as I was this evening to be ballotted for as candidate 
for admission into that distinguished society. Johnson had done 
me the honour to propose me, and Beauclerk was very zealous 
for me. 

‘The gentlemen went away to their club, and I was left at Beau- 
clerk’s till the fate of my election should be announced to me. I 
sat in a state of anxiety which even the charming conversation of 
Lady Di Beauclerk could not entirely dissipate. In a short time 
I received the agreeable intelligence that I was chosen. I hastened 


Age 64] NATURE AND ART 129 


to the place of meeting, and was introduced to such a society as 
can seldom be found. Mr Edmund Burke, whom I then saw for 
the first time, and whose splendid talents had long made me ardently 
wish for his acquaintance; Dr Nugent, Mr Garrick, Dr Gold- 
smith, Mr (afterwards Sir William) Jones, and the company with 
whom I had dined. Upon my entrance, Johnson placed himself 
behind a chair, on which he leaned as on a desk or pulpit, and 
with humorous formality gave me a Charge, pointing out the con- 
duct expected from me as a good member of this club. 


An “ Unscottified Scot ”’ 

On Saturday, May 1, we dined by ourselves at our old rendez- 
vous, the Mitre tavern. He was placid, but not much disposed 
to talk. He observed, that “ The Irish mix better with the Eng- 
lish than the Scotch do; their language is nearer to English; as 
a proof of which, they succeed very well as players, which Scotch- 
men do not. ‘Then, Sir, they have not that extreme nationality 
which we find in the Scotch. I will do you, Boswell, the justice to 
say, that you are the most wascottified of your countrymen. You 
are almost the only instance of a Scotchman that I have known, 
who did not at every other sentence bring in some other Scotch- 


” 


man. 


Nature and Art 

On Friday, May 7, I dined with him at the house of my friends, 
Messieurs Edward and Charles Dilly, booksellers in the Poultry : 
there were present, their elder brother, Mr Dilly, of Bedfordshire, 
Dr Goldsmith, Mr Langton, Mr Claxton, Reverend Dr Mayo, a 
dissenting minister, the Reverend Mr Toplady, and my friend the 
Reverend Mr Temple. 

Boswett: “* Iam well assured that the people of Otaheite who 
have the bread-tree, the fruit of which serves them for bread, 
laughed heartily when they were informed of the tedious process 
necessary with us to have bread ;—ploughing, sowing, harrowing, 
reaping, threshing, grinding, baking.” Jounson: “ Why, Sir, all 
ignorant savages will laugh when they are told of the advantages 
of civilized life. Were you to tell men who live without houses, 
how we pile brick upon brick, and rafter upon rafter, and that 
after a house is raised to a certain height, a man tumbles off a scaf- 
fold, and breaks his neck ; he would laugh heartily at our folly in 
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building; but it does not follow that men are better without 
houses. No, Sir, (holding up a slice of a good loaf,) this is better 
than the bread-tree.”’ 

He repeated an argument, which is to be found in his Ramé/er, 
against the notion that the brute creation is endowed with the 
faculty of reason: “ birds build by instinct; they never improve ; 
they build their first nest as well as any one they ever build.” 
Goxpsmitu: ‘* Yet we see if you take away a bird’s nest with 
the eggs in it, she will make a slighter nest and lay again.” Joun- 
son: “ Sir, that is because at first she has full time and makes her 
nest deliberately. In the case you mention she is pressed to lay, 
and must therefore make her nest quickly, and consequently it 
will be slight.” Gotpsmiru: “ The nidification of birds is what 
is least known in natural history, though one of the most curious 
things in it.” 


Of Nicknames 

In our way to the club to-night, when I regretted that Gold- 
smith would, upon every occasion, endeavour to shine, by which 
he often exposed himself, Mr Langton observed, that he was not 
like Addison, who was content with the fame of his writings, and 
did not aim also at excellency in conversation, for which he found 
himself unfit; and that he said to a lady who complained of his 
having talked little in company, “‘ Madam, I have but nine-pence 
in ready money, but I can draw for a thousand pounds.” I ob- 
served, that Goldsmith had a great deal of gold in his cabinet, but, 
not content with that, was always taking out his purse. JOHNSON : 
“ Yes, Sir, and that so often an empty purse !” 

Goldsmith’s incessant desire of being conspicuous in company, 
was the occasion of his sometimes appearing to such disadvantage 
as one should hardly have supposed possible in a man of his genius. 
When his literary reputation had risen deservedly high, and his 
society was much courted, he became very jealous of the extra- 
ordinary attention which was every where paid to Johnson. One 
evening, in a circle of wits, he found fault with me for talking of 
Johnson as entitled to the honour of unquestionable superiority. 
“* Sir, (said he,) you are for making a monarchy of what should be a 
republic.” 

It may also be observed, that Goldsmith was sometimes content 
to be treated with an easy familiarity, but, upon occasions, would 
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be consequential and important. An instance of this occurred in 
a small particular. Johnson had a way of contracting the names 
of his friends: as Beauclerk, Beau; Boswell, Bozzy; Langton, 
Lanky ; Murphy, Mur; Sheridan, Sherry. I remember one 
day, when Tom Davies was telling that Dr Johnson said, “‘ We 
are all in labour for a name to Go/dy’s play,” Goldsmith seemed 
displeased that such a liberty should be taken with his name, and 
said, “‘ I have often desired him not to call me Go/dy.” ‘Tom was 
remarkably attentive to the most minute circumstance about John- 
son. I recollect his telling me once, on my arrival in London, 
“ Sir, our great friend has made an improvement on his appellation 
of old Mr Sheridan. He calls him now Sherry derry.” 


Goldsmith is Jealous 

On Monday, May 9, as I was to set out on my return to Scot- 
land next morning, I was desirous to see as much of Dr Johnson 
as I could. But I first called on Goldsmith to take leave of him. 
The jealousy and envy which, though possessed of many most ami- 
able qualities, he frankly avowed, broke out violently at this inter- 
view. Upon another occasion, when Goldsmith confessed himself 
to be of an envious disposition, I contended with Johnson that we 
ought not to be angry with him, he was so candid in owning it. 
“ Nay, Sir, (said Johnson,) we must be angry that a man has such 
a superabundance of an odious quality, that he cannot keep it within 
his own breast, but it boils over.” In my opinion, however, Gold- 
smith had not more of it than other people have, but only talked of 
it freely. 

He now seemed very angry that Johnson was going to be a travel- 
ler ; said, “ he would be a dead weight for me to carry, and that I 
should never be able to lug him along the Highlands and Hebrides.” 
Nor would he patiently allow me to enlarge upon Johnson’s wonder- 
ful abilities ; but exclaimed, “ Is he like Burke, who winds into a 
subject like aserpent?” ‘ But, (said I,) Johnson is the Hercules 
who strangled serpents in his cradle.” 


At General Paoli’s 

I dined with Dr Johnson at General Paoli’s. He was obliged, 
by indisposition, to leave the company early; he appointed me, 
however, to meet him in the evening at Mr (now Sir Robert) 
Chambers’s, in the Temple, where he accordingly came, though 
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he continued to be very ill. Chambers, as is common on such 
occasions, prescribed various remedies to him. Jounson: (fretted 
by pain,) “‘ Pr’ythee don’t teaze me. Stay till 1 am well, and then 
you shall tell me how to cure myself.” He grew better, and 
talked with a noble enthusiasm of keeping up the representation 
of respectable families. His zeal on this subject was a circum- 
stance in his character exceedingly remarkable, when it is con- 
sidered that he himself had no pretensions to blood. I heard him 
once say, “I have great merit in being zealous for subordination 
and the honours of birth ; for I can hardly tell who was my grand- 
father.’ He maintained the dignity and propriety of male suc- 
cession, in opposition to the opinion of one of our friends, who 
had that day employed Mr Chambers to draw his will, devising 
his estate to his three sisters, in preference to a remote heir male. 
Johnson called them “ three dozwdies,” and said, with as high a 
spirit as the boldest Baron in the most perfect days of the feudal 
system, “An ancient estate should always go to males. It is 
mighty foolish to let a stranger have it because he marries your 
daughter, and takes your name. As for an estate newly acquired 
by trade, you may give it, if you will, to the dog Towser, and let 
him keep his ow# name.” 


The Doctor grows Facetious 

I have known him at times exceedingly diverted at what seemed 
to others a very small sport. He now laughed immoderately, 
without any reason that we could perceive, at our friend’s making 
his will; called him the ¢estator, and added, “‘ I dare say, he thinks 
he has done a mighty thing. He won’t stay till he gets home to 
his seat in the country, to produce this wonderful deed : he’ll call 
up the landlord of the first inn on the road; and, after a suitable 
preface upon mortality and the uncertainty of life, will tell him 
that he should not delay making his will; and here, Sir, will he 
say, is my will, which I have just made, with the assistance of one 
of the ablest lawyers in the kingdom; and he will read it to him 
(laughing all the time.) He believes he has made this will; but 
he did not make it: you, Chambers, made it for him. I trust you 
have had more conscience than to make him say, ‘ being of sound 
understanding’; ha, ha,ha! ILhope he hasleft mea legacy. I'd 
have his will turned into verse, like a ballad.’ 

In this playful manner did he run on, exulting in his own 
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pleasantry, which certainly was not such as might be expected from 
the author of The Rambler, but which is here preserved, that 
my readers may be acquainted even with the slightest occasional 
characteristics of so eminent a man. 

Mr Chambers did not by any means relish this jocularity upon 
a matter of which pars magna fuit, and seemed impatient till he 
got rid of us. Johnson could not stop his merriment, but con- 
tinued it all the way till he got without the Temple Gate. He 
then burst into such a fit of laughter, that he appeared to be almost 
in a convulsion ; and, in order to support himself, laid hold of one 
of the posts at the side of the foot pavement, and sent forth peals 
so loud, that in the silence of the night his voice seemed to resound 
from Temple Bar to Fleet Ditch. 

This most ludicrous exhibition of the awful, melancholy, and 
venerable Johnson, happened well to counteract the feelings of sad- 
ness which I used to experience when parting with him for a con- 
siderable time. 1 accompanied him to his door, where he gave me 
his blessing. 


Johnson visits Scotland 

His stay in Scotland was from the 18th of August, on which 
day he arrived, till the 22nd of November, when he set out on 
his return to London; and I believe ninety-four days were never 
passed by any man in a more vigorous exertion. 

He came by the way of Berwick-upon-Tweed to Edinburgh, 
where he remained a few days, and then went by St Andrew, 
Aberdeen, Inverness, and Fort Augustus to the Hebrides, to visit 
which was the principal object he had in view. He visited the 
isles of Sky, Rasay, Col, Mull, Inchkenneth, and Icolmkill. He 
travelled through Argyleshire by Inverary, and from thence by 
Lochlomond and Dunbarton to Glasgow, then by Loudon to 
Auchinleck in Ayrshire, the seat of my family, and then by Hamil- 
ton, back to Edinburgh, where he again spentsome time. He thus 
saw the four Universities of Scotland, its three principal cities, 
and as much of the Highland and insular life as was sufficient for 
his philosophical contemplation. I had the pleasure of accompany- 
ing him during the whole of his journey. He was respectfully 
entertained by the great, the learned, and the elegant, wherever 
he went; nor was he less delighted with the hospitality which he 
experienced in humbler life. 
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In the course of his self-examination with retrospect to this year, 
he seems to have been much dejected: for he says, January 1, 1774, 
“This year has passed with so little improvement, that I doubt 
whether I have not rather impaired than increased my learning ” 
and yet we have seen how he read, and we know how he talked 
during that period. 

He was now seriously engaged in writing an account of our 
travels in the Hebrides, in consequence of which I had the pleasure 
of a more frequent correspondence with him. 


The Welsh Tour 
‘OQ JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

** Dear Sir, 

“Yesterday I returned from my Welsh journey. 1 was sorry 
to leave my book suspended so long; but having an opportunity 
of seeing, with so much convenience, a new part of the island, 
I could not reject it. I have been in five of the six counties of 
North Wales; and have seen St Asaph and Bangor, the two seats 
of their Bishops ; have been upon Penmanmaur and Snowden, and 
passed over into Anglesea. But Wales is so little different from Eng- 
land, that it offers nothing to the speculation of the traveller. 

“When I came home, I found several of your papers, with some 
pages of Lord Hailes’s 4znals, which I willconsider. Iam in haste 
to give you some account of myself, lest you should suspect me of 
negligence in the pressing business which I find recommended to 
my care, and which I knew nothing of till now, when all care is 
vain. 

“In the distribution of my books I purpose to follow your ad- 
vice, adding such as shall occur to me. I am not pleased with 
your notes of remembrance added to your names, for I hope I shall 
not easily forget them. 

“ T have received four Erse books, without any direction, and sus- 
pect that they are intended for the Oxford library. If that is the 
intention, I think it will be proper to add the metrical Psalms, and 
whatever else is printed in Erse, that the present may be complete. 
The donor’s name should be told. 

““T wish you could have read the book before it was printed, but 
our distance does not easily permit it. 

““T am sorry Lord Hailes does not intend to publish Walton ; I 
am afraid it will not be done so well, if it be done at all. 
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““T purpose now to drive the book forward. Make my com- 
pliments to Mrs Boswell, and let me hear often from you. 
*¢T am, dear Sir, 
** Your affectionate humble servant, 
“ Sam. JoHNSON 
“‘Lonpon, October 1, 1774’ 


This tour to Wales, which was made in company with Mr and 
Mrs Thrale, though it no doubt contributed to his health and 
amusement, did not give an occasion to such a discursive exercise 
of his mind as our tour to the Hebrides. I do not find that he kept 
any journal or notes of what he saw there. All that I heard him 
say of it was, that “ instead of bleak and barren mountains, there 
were green and fertile ones ; and that one of the castles in Wales 
would contain all the castles that he had seen in Scotland.” 


“The Patriot ” 
** TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

** Dear Sir, 

“Last night I corrected the last page of our Yourney to the 
Hebrides. ‘The printer has detained it all this time, for I had, be- 
fore I went into Wales, written all except two sheets. The Patriot 
was called for by my political friends on Friday, was written on 
Saturday, and I heard little of it. So vague are conjectures at 
a distance. As soon as I can, I will take care that copies be 
sent to you, for I would wish that they might be given before 
they are bought; but I am afraid that Mr Strahan will send to 
you and to the booksellers at the same time. ‘Trade is as diligent 
as courtesy. I have mentioned all that you recommended. Pray 
make my compliments to Mrs Boswell and the younglings. The 
club has, I think, not yet met. 

** Tell me, and tell me honestly, what you think and what others 
say of our travels. Shall we touch the continent ? 

“Tam, dear Sir, 
** Your most humble servant, 
“* Sam. JOHNSON 


‘* Nov. 26, 1774’ 
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Macpherson is Furious 
““ To JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“* Dear Sir, 

““T long to hear how you like the book; it is, I think, much 
liked here. But Macpherson is very furious: can you give me any 
more intelligence about him, or his Fingal? Do what you can, 
and do it quickly. Is Lord Hailes on our side ? 

“ Pray let me know what I owed you when I left you, that I 
may send it to you. 

“ Tam going to write about the Americans. If you have picked 
up any hints among your lawyers, who are great masters of the 
law of nations, or if your own mind suggest any thing, let me know. 
But mum, it is a secret. 

“I will send your parcel of books as soon as I can, but I cannot 
do as I wish. However, you find every thing mentioned in the 
book which you recommended. 

“Langton is here; we are all that ever we were. He is a 
worthy fellow, without malice, though not without resentment. 

“ Poor Beauclerk is so ill, that his life is thought to be in danger. 
Lady Di nurses him with very great assiduity. 

“Reynolds has taken too much to strong liquor, and seems to 
delight in his new character. 

“This is all the news that I have; but as you love verses, I 
will send you a few which I made upon Inchkenneth ; but remem- 
ber the condition, you shall not shew them, except to Lord Hailes, 
whom I love better than any man whom I know so little. If he 
asks you to transcribe them for him, you may do it, but I think he 
must promise not to let them be copied again, nor to shew them 
as mine. 

“I have at last sent back Lord Hailes’s sheets. I never think 
about returning them, because I alter nothing. You will see that 
I might as well have kept them. However, I am ashamed of my 
delay: and if I have the honour of recelving any more, promise 
punctually to return them by the next post. Make my com- 
pliments to dear Mrs Boswell, and to Miss Veronica. 

““T am, dear Sir, 
“Yours most faithfully, 


“ Sam. JOHNSON 
ae Jan. Ts 1775 ” 
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The Letter to Macpherson 

What words were used by Mr Macpherson, in his letter to the 
venerable sage, I have never heard ; but they are generally said to 
have been of a nature very different from the language of literary 
contest. Dr Johnson’s answer appeared in the newspapers of 
the day, and has since been frequently republished ; but not with 
perfect accuracy. I give it as dictated to me by himself, written 
down in his presence, and authenticated by a note in his own hand- 
writing. “‘ This, I think, is a true copy.” 


“Mr James MacpHERsoN, 

“I received your foolish and impudent letter. Any violence 
offered me I shall do my best to repel ; and what I cannot do for 
myself, the law shall do for me. I hope I shall not be deterred 
from detecting what I think a cheat by the menaces of a ruffian. 

“What would you have me retract? I thought your book an 
imposture; I think it an imposture still. For this opinion I have 
given my reasons to the public, which I here dare you to refute. 
Your rage I defy. Your abilities, since your Homer, are not so for- 
midable: and what I hear of your morals inclines me to pay regard, 
not to what you shall say, but to what you shall prove. You may 
print this if you will. 

“ Sam. JoHNSON ” 


Johnson’s Physical Courage 

Mr Macpherson little knew the character of Dr Johnson, if he 
supposed that he could be easily intimidated ; for no man was ever 
more remarkable for personal courage. He had, indeed, an awful 
dread of death, or rather, “ of something after death ” ; and what 
rational man, who seriously thinks of quitting all that he has ever 
known, and going into a new and unknown state of being, can be 
without that dread? But his fear was from reflection ; his courage 
natural. His fear, in that one instance, was the result of philo- 
sophical and religious consideration. He feared death, but he 
feared nothing else, not even what might occasion death. Many 
instances of his resolution may be mentioned. One day, at Mr 
Beauclerk’s house in the country, when two large dogs were fight- 
ing, he went up to them and beat them till they separated ; and 
at another time, when told of the danger there was, that a gun 
might burst if charged with many balls, he put in six or seven, and 
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fired it off against a wall. Mr Langton told me, that when they 
were swimming together near Oxford, he cautioned Dr Johnson 
against a pool, which was reckoned particularly dangerous ; upon 
which Johnson directly swam into it. He told me himself, that 
one night he was attacked in the street by four men, to whom he 
would not yield, but kept them all at bay, till the watch came up, 
and carried both him and them to the round house. In the play- 
house at Lichfield, as Mr Garrick informed me, Johnson having for 
a moment quitted a chair which was placed for him between the 
side-scenes, a gentleman took possession of it, and when Johnson 
on his return civilly demanded his seat, rudely refused to give it 
up; upon which Johnson laid hold of it, and tossed him and the 
chair into the pit. Foote, who so successfully revived the old 
comedy, by exhibiting living characters, had resolved to imitate 
Johnson on the stage, expecting great profits from his ridicule of 
so celebrated a man. Johnson being informed of his intention, 
and being at dinner at Mr Thomas Davies’s the bookseller, from 
whom I had the story, he asked Mr Davies “ what was the com- 
mon price of an oak stick” ; and being answered sixpence, ““ Why 
then, Sir, (said he,) give me leave to send your servant to pur- 
chase me a shilling one. Tl have a double quantity; for I am 
told Foote means to take me off, as he calls it, and I am determined 
the fellow shall not do it with impunity.” Davies took care to 
acquaint Foote of this, which effectually checked the wantonness 
of the mimic. Mr Macpherson’s menaces made Johnson provide 
himself with the same implement of defence; and had he been 
attacked, I have no doubt that, old as he was, he would have made 
his corporal prowess be felt as much as his intellectual. 


“Gulliver’s Travels ”’ 

On Friday, March 24, I met him at the Literary Cuus. 
Johnson was in high spirits this evening at the club, and talked 
with great animation and success. He attacked Swift, as he used 
to do upon all occasions. “ The Ta/e of 2 Tué is so much superior 
to his other writings, that one can hardly believe he was the 
author of it: there is in it such a vigour of mind, such a swarm of 
thoughts, so much of nature, and art, and life.” I wondered to 
hear him say of Gudliver’s Travels, ““ When once you have thought 
of big men and little men, it is very easy to do all the rest.” I 
endeavoured to make a stand for Swift, and tried to rouse those 
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who were much more able to defend him; but in vain. Johnson 
at last, of his own accord, allowed very great merit to the inventory 
of articles found in the pocket of “‘ the Man Mountain,” particu- 
larly the description of his watch, which it was conjectured was his 
Gop, as he consulted it upon all occasions. He observed, that 
* Swift put his name to but two things (after he had a name to 
put,) The plan for the improvement of the English Language, and 
the last Drapier’s Letter.” 


At Drury Lane 

I met him at Drury Lane playhouse in the evening. Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, at Mrs Abington’s request, had promised to bring a 
body of wits to her benefit ; and having secured forty places, in the 
front boxes, had done me the honour to put me in the group. 
Johnson sat on the seat directly behind me ; and as he could neither 
see nor hear at such a distance from the stage, he was wrapped up 
in grave abstraction, and seemed quite a cloud, amidst all the sun- 
shine of glitter and gaiety. I wondered at his patience in sitting 
out a play of five acts, and a farce of two. He said very little : 
but after the prologue to Bor Tox had been spoken, which he could 
hear pretty well from the more slow and distinct utterance, he 
talked on prologue-writing, and observed, “ Dryden has written 
prologues superior to any that David Garrick has written, but 
David Garrick has written more good prologues than Dryden has 
done. It is wonderful that he has been able to write such variety 
of them.” 


How Johnson spoke 

I cannot too frequently request of my readers, while they peruse 
my account of Johnson’s conversation, to endeavour to keep in mind 
his deliberate and strong utterance. His mode of speaking was 
indeed very impressive; and I wish it could be preserved as 
music is written, according to the very ingenious method of Mr 
Steele, who has shewn how the recitation of Mr Garrick, and other 
eminent speakers, might be transmitted to posterity i# score. 


Gray’s Poetry 

Next day [March 28] I dined with Johnson at Mr Thrale’s. 
He attacked Gray, calling him “‘a dull fellow.” Boswetr: “I 
understand he was reserved, and might appear dull in company ; 
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but surely he was not dull in poetry.” Jounson: “ Sir, he was 
dull in company, dull in his closet, dull every where. He was dull 
in a new way, and that made many people think him creat. He 
was a mechanical poet.” He then repeated some ludicrous lines, 
which have escaped my memory, and said, “ Is not that GREAT, 
like his Odes??? Mrs Thrale maintained that his odes were melo- 
dious; upon which he exclaimed, 


““ Weave the warp, and weave the woof ; ’’— 
I added, in a solemn tone, 
“The winding-sheet of Edward’s race. 


There is a good line.’”’—“‘ Ay (said he,) and the next line is a good 
one,” (pronouncing it contemptuously ;) 


“Give ample verge and room enough,— 


No, Sir, there are but two stanzas in Gray’s poetry, which are 
in his Elegy in a Country Church-yard. He then repeated the 


stanza, 
« For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey,” etc. 


mistaking one word ; for instead of precincts he said confines. He 
added, “ The other stanza I forget.” 


The Mystery of the Seville Oranges 

On Friday, March 31, I supped with him and some friends at 
atavern. One of the company attempted, with too much forward- 
ness, to rally him on his late appearance at the theatre; but had 
reason to repent of his temerity. ‘‘ Why, Sir, did you go to Mrs 
Abington’s benefit? Did you see?” Jounson: ‘“‘ No, Sir.” 
“Did you hear?” Jounson: “ No, Sir.” “‘ Why then, Sir, did 
you go?” Jounson: “ Because, Sir, she is a favourite of the 
public; and when the public cares the thousandth part for you 
that it does for her, I will go to your benefit too.” 

Next morning I won a small bet from Lady Diana Beauclerk, 
by asking him as to one of his particularities, which her Ladyship 
laid I durst not do. It seems he had been frequently observed at 
the club to put into his pocket the Seville oranges, after he had 
squeezed the juice of them into the drink which he made for him- 
self. Beauclerk and Garrick talked of it to me, and seemed to 
think that he had a strange unwillingness to be discovered. We 
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could not divine what he did with them; and this was the bold 
question to be put. I saw on his table the spoils of the preceding 
night, some fresh peels nicely scraped and cut into pieces. “ O, 
Sir (said I,) I now partly see what you do with the squeezed 
oranges which you put into your pocket at the club.” Jonnson : 
“T have a great love for them.” Boswett: “ And pray, Sir, 
what do you do with them? You scrape them, it seems, very 
neatly, and what next?” Jounson: “ Let them dry, Sir.” Bos- 
weELL: “And whatnext?” Jonnson: “ Nay, Sir, you shall know 
their fate no farther.” Bosweti: “‘’Then the world must be 
left in the dark. It must be said (assuming a mock solemnity,) 
he scraped them, and let them dry, but what he did with them 
next, he never could be prevailed upon to tell.”” Jounson : “ Nay, 
Sir, you should say it more emphatically :—he could not be pre- 
vailed upon, even by his dearest friends, to tell.” 

He had this morning received his Diploma as Doctor of Laws, 
from the University of Oxford. He did not vaunt of his new 
dignity, but I understood he was highly pleased with it. 


Travel-talk 

I visited him by appointment in the evening, and we drank tea 
with Mrs Williams. He told me that he had been in the com- 
pany of a gentleman whose extraordinary travels had been much 
the subject of conversation. But I found he had not listened to 
him with that full confidence, without which there is little satis- 
faction in the society of travellers. 1 was curious to hear what 
opinion so able a judge as Johnson had formed of his abilities, and 
I asked if he was not a man of sense. Jounson: “ Why, Sir, he 
is not a distinct relater ; and I should say, he is neither abounding 
nor deficient in sense. I did not perceive any superiority of under- 
standing.” Boswexi: “ But will you not allow him a nobleness of 
resolution, in penetrating into distant regions?”” Jounson: “That, 
Sir, is not to the present purpose: We are talking of sense. A 
fighting cock has a nobleness of resolution.” 


The Cheerfulness of Fleet Street 

Next day, Sunday, April 2, I dined with him at Mr Hoole’s. I 
talked of the cheerfulness of Fleet Street, owing to the constant 
quick succession of people which we perceive passing through it. 
Jounson : “Why, Sir, Fleet Street has a very animated appear- 
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ance; but I think the full tide of human existence is at Charing 
Cross. 

He made the common remark on the unhappiness which men 
who have led a busy life experience, when they retire in expecta- 
tion of enjoying themselves at ease, and that they generally lan- 
guish for want of their habitual occupation, and wish to return to 
it. He mentioned as strong an instance of this as can well be 
imagined. ‘An eminent tallow-chandler in London, who had 
acquired a considerable fortune, gave the trade in favour of his 
foreman, and went to live at a country-house near town. He soon 
grew weary, and paid frequent visits to his old shop, where he 
desired they might let him know their me/ting-days, and he would 
come and assist them ; which he accordingly did. Here, Sir, was 
a man, to whom the most disgusting circumstance in the business 
to which he had been used, was a relief from idleness.” 


“ Lillibullero ”’ 

Friday, April 7, I dined with him at a Tavern, with a numerous 
company. Ossiaz being mentioned ;—Jounson : “‘ Supposing the 
Irish and Erse languages to be the same, which I do not believe, 
yet as there is no reason to suppose that the inhabitants of the 
Highlands and Hebrides ever wrote their native language, it is 
not to be credited that a long poem was preserved among them. 
If we had no evidence of the art of writing being practised in one 
of the counties of England, we should not believe that a long poem 
was preserved there ; though, in the neighbouring counties, where 
the same language was spoken, the inhabitants could write.”” Brau- 
cLErRK: “‘ The ballad of Li//ibullero was once in the mouths of all 
the people of this country, and is said to have had a great effect 
in bringing about the Revolution. Yet I question whether any 
body can repeat it now; which shews how improbable it is that 
much poetry should be preserved by tradition.” 

One of the company suggested an internal objection to the 
antiquity of the poetry said to be Ossian’s, that we do not find the 
wolf in it, which must have been the case had it been of that age. 

The mention of the wolf had led Johnson to think of other wild 
beasts ; and while Sir Joshua Reynolds and Mr Langton were carry- 
ing on a dialogue about something which engaged them earnestly, 
he, in the midst of it, broke out, ‘“‘ Pennant tells of Bears——”’ 
{what he added, I have forgotten.] They went on, which he 
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being dull of hearing did not perceive, or, if he did, was not willing 
to break off his talk ; so he continued to vociferate his remarks, and 
Bear (“like a word in a catch,” as Beauclerk said) was repeatedly 
heard at intervals, which, coming from him who, by those who 
did not know him, had been so often assimilated to that ferocious 
animal, while we who were sitting around could hardly stifle 
laughter, produced a very ludicrous effect. Silence having ensued, 
he proceeded : “ We are told, that the black bear is innocent ; 
but I should not like to trust myself with him.” Mr Gibbon 
muttered, in a low tone of voice, ‘“‘ I should not like to trust my- 
self with you.” ‘This piece of sarcastic pleasantry was a prudent 
resolution, if applied to a competition of abilities. 


Of Patriotism 

Patriotism having become one of our topics, Johnson suddenly 
uttered, in a strong determined tone, an apophthegm, at which 
many will start: “ Patriotism is the last refuge of a scoundrel.” 
But let it be considered, that he did not mean a real and generous 
love of our country, but that pretended patriotism which so many, 
in all ages and countries, have made a cloak for self-interest. I 
maintained that, certainly, all patriots were not scoundrels. Being 
urged (not by Johnson) to name one exception, | mentioned an 
eminent person, whom we all greatly admired. Jounson: “ Sir, 
I do not say that he is wot honest ; but we have no reason to con- 
clude, from his political conduct, that he is honest. Were he to 
accept a place from this ministry, he would lose that character of 
firmness which he has, and might be turned out of his place in a 
year. ‘This ministry is neither stable, not grateful to their friends, 
as Sir Robert Walpole was: so that he may think it more for his 
interest to take his chance of his party coming in.” 


Mrs Abington’s Jelly 

On Saturday, May 8, I dined with him at Mr Thrale’s, where 
we met the Irish Dr Campbell. Johnson had supped the night 
before at Mrs Abington’s, with some fashionable people whom he 
named ; and he seemed much pleased with having made one in so 
eleganta circle. Nor did he omit to pique his #éstress a little with 
jealousy of her housewifery; for he said (with a smile,) “ Mrs 
Abington’s jelly, my dear lady, was better than yours.” 

Mrs Thrale, who frequently practised a coarse mode of flattery, 
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by repeating his don-mots in his hearing, told us that he had said, 
a certain celebrated actor was just fit to stand at the door of an 
auction-room with a long pole, and cry, “ Pray, gentlemen, walk 
in”; and that a certain author, upon hearing this, had said, that 
another still more celebrated actor was fit for nothing better than 
that, and would pick your pocket after you came out. JouHNsoN : 
““ Nay, my dear lady, there is no wit in what our friend added : 
there is only abuse. You may as well say of any man that he will 
pick a pocket. Besides, the man who is stationed at the door does 
not pick people’s pockets; that is done within by the auctioneer.” 


Present and Future 

On Monday, April 10, I dined with him at General Ogle- 
thorpe’s, with Mr Langton and the Irish Dr Campbell, whom the 
General had obligingly given me leave to bring with me. This 
learned gentleman was thus gratified with a very high intellectual 
feast, by not only being in company with Dr Johnson, but with 
General Oglethorpe, who had been so long a celebrated name both 
at home and abroad. 

I must, again and again, intreat of my readers not to suppose 
that my imperfect record of conversation contains the whole of what 
was said by Johnson, or other eminent persons who lived with him. 
What I have preserved, however, has the value of the most perfect 
authenticity. 

He this day enlarged upon Pope’s melancholy remark, 


“‘ Man never 7s, but always ¢o be blest.” 


He asserted, that the present was never a happy state to any human 
being; but that, as every part of life, of which we are conscious, 
was at some point of time a period yet to come, in which felicity 
was expected, there was some happiness produced by hope. Being 
pressed upon this subject, and asked if he really was of opinion, 
that though, in general, happiness was very rare in human life, a 
man was not sometimes happy in the moment that was present, he 
answered, “‘ Never, but when he is drunk.” 

On Friday, April 14, being Good-Friday, I repaired to him in 
the morning, according to my usual custom on that day, and break- 
fasted with him. I observed that he fasted so very strictly, that he 
did not even taste bread, and took no milk with his tea ; I suppose, 
because it is a kind of animal food, 
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The Immensity of London 

As we walked to St Clement’s Church, and saw several shops 
open upon this most solemn fast-day of the Christian world, I 
remarked, that one disadvantage, arising from the immensity of 
London, was, that nobody was heeded by his neighbour; there 
was no fear of censure for not observing Good-Friday, as it ought 
to be kept, and as it is kept in country towns. He said, it was 
upon the whole, very well observed even in London. He, how- 
ever, owned, that London was too large; but added, “It is 
nonsense to say, the head is too big for the body. It would be as 
much too big, though the body were ever so large; that is to say, 
though the country were ever so extensive. It has no similarity 
to a head connected with a body.” 


The Present Discontents 

Dr Wetherell, Master of University College, Oxford, accom- 
panied us home from church; and, after he was gone, there came 
two other gentlemen, one of whom uttered the common-place 
complaints, that, by the increase of taxes, labour would be dear, 
other nations would undersell us, and our commerce would be 
ruined. Joxnson, (smiling :) “‘ Never fear, Sir. Our commerce is 
in a very good state; and suppose we had no commerce at all, 
we could live very well on the produce of our own country.” I 
cannot omit to mention, that I never knew any man who was less 
disposed to be querulous than Johnson. Whether the subject was 
his own situation, or the state of the public, or the state of human 
nature in general, though he saw the evils, his mind was turned to 
resolution, and never to whining or complaint. 

After the evening service, he said, “ Come, you shall go home with 
me, and sit just an hour.” But he was better than his word ; for 
after we had drunk tea with Mrs Williams, he asked me to go up 
to his study with him, where we sat a long while together, in a 
serene undisturbed frame of mind, sometimes in silence and some- 
times conversing, as we felt ourselves inclined, or, more properly 
speaking, as 4e was inclined ; for, during all the course of my long 
intimacy with him, my respectful attention never abated, and my 
wish to hear him was such, that I constantly watched every dawn- 
ing of communication from that great and illuminated mind. 

He observed, “ All knowledge is of itself of some value. There 
is nothing so minute or inconsiderable, that | would not rather 
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know it than not. In the same manner, all power, of whatever 
sort, is of itself desirable. A man would not submit to learn to 
hem a ruffle, of his wife, or his wife’s maid; but if a mere wish 
could attain it, he would rather wish to be able to hem a ruffle.” 

He again advised me to keep a journal fully and minutely, but 
not to mention such trifles as, that meat was too much or too little 
done, or that th weather was fair or rainy. He had, till very near 
his death, a contempt for the notion that the weather affects the 
human frame. 


The Temple of Fame 

I told him that our friend Goldsmith had said to me that he had 
come too late into the world, for that Pope and other poets had 
taken up the places in the Temple of Fame; so that, as but a few 
at any period can possess poetical reputation, a man of genius can 
now hardly acquire it. Jounson: ‘‘ That is one of the most 
sensible things I have ever heard of Goldsmith. It is difficult to 
get literary fame, and it is every day growing more difficult. Ah, 
Sir, that should make a man think of securing happiness in another 
world, which all who try sincerely for it may attain. In com- 
parison of that, how little are all other things! ‘The belief of 
immortality is impressed upon all men, and all men act under an 
impression of it, however they may talk, and though, perhaps, they 
may be scarcely sensible of it.” I said, it appeared to me that some 
people had not the least notion of immortality; and I mentioned 
a distinguished gentleman of our acquaintance. Jounson: “ Sir, 
if it were not for the notion of immortality, he would cut a throat 
to fill his pockets.” When I quoted this to Beauclerk, who 
knew much more of the gentleman than we did, he said in his 
acid manner, “ He would cut a throat to fill his pockets, if it were 
not for fear of being hanged.” 

He was pleased to say, “If you come to settle here, we will 
have one day in the week on which we will meet by ourselves. 
That is the happiest conversation, where there is no competition, 
no vanity, but a calm quiet interchange of sentiments.” In his 
private register, this evening is thus marked, ‘‘ Boswell sat with 
me till night; we had some serious talk.” It also appears from 
the same record, that after I left him he was occupied in religious 
duties, in “ giving Francis, his servant, some directions for pre- 
paration to communicate ; in reviewing his life, and resolving on 
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better conduct.” The humility and piety which he discovers on 
such occasions, is truly edifying. No saint, however, in the course 
of his religious warfare, was more sensible of the unhappy failure 
of pious resolves, than Johnson. He said one day, talking to an 
acquaintance on this subject, “ Sir, Hell is paved with good in- 
tentions.” 


Of Good-humour 

On ‘Tuesday, April 11, he and I were engaged to go with Sir 
Joshua Reynolds to dine with Mr Cambridge, at his beautiful villa 
on the banks of the Thames, near ‘T'wickenham. Dr Johnson’s 
tardiness was such, that Sir Joshua, who had an appointment at 
Richmond, early in the day, was obliged to go by himself on horse- 
back, leaving his coach to Johnson and me. Johnson was in such 
good spirits, that every thing seemed to please him as we drove along. 

As a curious instance how little a man knows, or wishes to know, 
his own character in the world, or, rather, as a convincing proof 
that Johnson’s roughness was only external, and did not proceed 
from his heart, I insert the following dialogue. Jonnson: “ It is 
wonderful, Sir, how rare a quality good humour is, in life. We 
meet with very few good-humoured men.” I mentioned four of 
our friends, none of whom he would allow to be good-humoured. 
One was acid, another was muddy, and to the others he had ob- 
jections which have escaped me. ‘Then, shaking his head, and 
stretching himself at ease in the coach, and smiling with much 
complacency, he turned to me and said, “I look upon myse/f as a 
good-humoured fellow.” ‘The epithet fe//ow, applied to the great 
Lexicographer, the stately Moralist, the masterly Critic, as if he 
had been Sam Johnson, a mere pleasant companion, was highly 
diverting ; and this light notion of himself struck me with wonder. 
I answered, also smiling, “ No, no, Sir; that will zor do. You 
are good-natured, but not good-humoured; you are irascible. 
You have not patience with folly and absurdity. I believe you 
would pardon them, if there were time to deprecate your vengeance; 
but punishment follows so quick after sentence, that they cannot 
escape.” 


Walton’s ‘‘ Lives”’ 
He talked of Isaac Walton’s Lives, which was one of his most 
favourite books. Dr Donne’s Life, he said, was the most perfect 
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of them. He observed, that ‘‘it was wonderful that Walton, 
who was in a very low situation in life, should have been familiarly 
received by so many great men, and that at a time when the ranks 
of society were kept more separate than they are now.” He sup- 
posed that Walton had then given up his business as a linen-draper 
and sempster, and was only an author; and added, “ that he was 
a great panegyrist.” Bosweii: “ No quality will get a man more 
friends than a disposition to admire the qualities of others. [ do 
not mean flattery, but a sincere admiration.” Jounson: “ Nay, 
Sir, flattery pleases very generally. In the first place, the flatterer 
may think what he says to be true: but, in the second place, 
whether he thinks so or not, he certainly thinks those whom he 
flatters of consequence enough to be flattered.” 


The Backs of Books 


No sooner had we made our bow to Mr Cambridge, in his 
library, than Johnson ran eagerly to one side of the room, intent on 
poring over the backs of the books. Sir Joshua observed, (aside,) 
‘He runs to the books as I do to the pictures: but I have the 
advantage. I can see much more of the pictures than he can of the 
books.” Mr Cambridge, upon this, politely said, ‘“‘ Dr Johnson, 
I am going, with your pardon, to accuse myself, for I have the 
same custom which I perceive you have. But it seems odd, that one 
should have such a desire to look at the backs of books.” Johnson, 
ever ready for contest, instantly started from his reverie, wheeled 
about and answered, “ Sir, the reason is very plain. Knowledge is 
of twokinds. We know a subject ourselves, or we know where we 
can find information upon it. When we inquire into any subject, 
the first thing we have to do is to know what books have treated 
of it. ‘This leads us to look at catalogues, and the backs of books in 
libraries.” Sir Joshua observed to me the extraordinary promp- 
titude with which Johnson flew upon an argument. “ Yes, (said I,) 
he has no formal preparation, no flourishing with his sword ; he is 
through your body in an instant ” 

The common remark as to the utility of reading history being 
made ;—Jounson : “ We must consider how very little history there 
is; I mean, real authentic history. That certain kings reigned, and 
certain battles were fought, we can depend upon as true; butall the 
colouring, all the philosophy of history, is conjecture.” Boswerit : 
“Then, Sir, you would reduce all history to no better than an 
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almanack, a mere chronological series of remarkable events.” Mr 
Gibbon, who must at that time have been employed upon his 
history, of which he published the first volume in the follow- 
ing year, was present, but did not step forth in defence of that 
species of writing. He probably did not like to ¢rust himself with 
Johnson ? 

Johnson observed, that the force of our early habits was so great, 
that though reason approved, nay, though our senses relished a 
different course, almost every man returned to them. I do not 
believe there is any observation upon human nature better founded 
than this ; and, in many cases, it is a very painful truth ; for where 
early habits have been mean and wretched, the joy and elevation, 
resulting from better modes of life, must be damped by the gloomy 
consciousness of being under an almost inevitable doom to sink back 
into a situation which we recollect with disgust. It surely may be 
prevented, by constant attention and unremitting exertion to estab- 
lish contrary habits of superior efficacy. 


“The Beggar’s Opera” 

The Beggar’s Opera, and the common question, whether it was 
pernicious in its effects, having been introduced ;—Jounson : “ As 
to this matter, which has been very much contested, I myself am 
of opinion, that more influence has been ascribed to The Beggar’s 
Opera, than it in reality ever had; for I do not believe that any 
man was ever made a rogue by being present at its representation. 
At the same time, I do not deny that it may have some influence, 
by making the character of a rogue familiar, and in some degree 
pleasing.” Then, collecting himself, as it were, to give a heavy 
stroke: “‘ There is in it such a /adefactation of all principles, as may 
be injurious to morality.” 

While he pronounced this response, we sat in a comical sort of 
restraint, smothering a laugh, which we were afraid might burst 
out. In his life of Gay, he has been still more decisive as to the 
inefficiency of The Beggar’s Opera in corrupting society. But I 
have ever thought somewhat differently ; for, indeed, not only are 
the gaiety and heroism of a highwayman very captivating to a 
youthful imagination, but the arguments for adventurous depreda- 
tion are so plausible, the allusions so lively, and the contrasts with 
the ordinary and more painful modes of acquiring property are so 
artfully displayed, that it requires a cool and strong judgment to 
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resist so imposing an aggregate: yet, I own, I should be very 
sorry to have The Beggar’s Opera suppressed ; for there is in it so 
much of real London life, so much brilliant wit, and such a variety 
of airs, which, from early association of ideas, engage, soothe, and 
enliven the mind, that no performance which the theatre exhibits 
delights me more. 

The late “ worthy” Duke of Queensberry, as Thomson, in his 
Seasons, justly characterizes him, told me, that when Gay shewed 
him The Beggar’s Opera, his Grace’s observation was, “ This is a 
very odd thing, Gay; I am satisfied that it is either a very good 
thing, or a very bad thing.” It proved the former, beyond the 
warmest expectations of the author or his friends. Mr Cam- 
bridge, however, shewed us, to-day, that there was good reason 
enough to doubt concerning its success. He was told by Quin, 
that during the first night of its appearance it was long in a 
very dubious state; that there was a disposition to damn it, and 
that it was saved by the song, 


Oh ponder well! be not severe ! 


the audience being much affected by the innocent looks of Polly, 
when she came to those two lines, which exhibit at once a painful 
and ridiculous image, 


For on the rope that hangs my dear 
Depends poor Polly’s life. 


Quin himself had so bad an opinion of it, that he refused the part 
of Captain Macheath, and gave it to Walker, who acquired great 
celebrity by his grave yet animated performance of it. 


“The Spectator” 


Johnson praised T’he Spectator, particularly the character of Sir 
Roger de Coverley. He said, “ Sir Roger did not die a violent 
death, as has been generally fancied. He was not killed; he died 
only because others were to die, and because his death afforded 
an opportunity to Addison for some very fine writing. We have 
the example of Cervantes making Don Quixote die—I never 
could see why Sir Roger is represented as a little cracked. It 
appears to me that the story of the widow was intended to 
have something superinduced upon it; but the superstructure 
did not come.” 
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“Much Laughing ”’ 


I passed many hours with him on the 17th, of which I find all 
my memorial is, “‘ much laughing.” It should seem he had that 
day been in a humour for jocularity and merriment, and upon such 
occasions I never knew a man laugh more heartily. We may sup- 
pose, that the high relish of a state so different from his habitual 
gloom, produced more than ordinary exertions of that distinguish- 
ing faculty of man, which has puzzled philosophers so much to 
explain. Johnson’s laugh was as remarkable as any circumstance 
in his manner. It was a kind of good-humoured growl. Tom 
Davies described it drolly enough: “ He laughs like a rhinoceros.” 


“ Another Journey ” 
“ro JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“ My pear Sir, 

“TI now write to you, lest in some of your freaks and humours 
you should fancy yourself neglected. Such fancies I must entreat 
you never to admit, at least never to indulge; for my regard for you 
is so radicated and fixed, that it is become part of my mind and can- 
not be effaced but by some cause uncommonly violent ; therefore 
whether I write or not, set your thoughts at rest. I now write 
to tell you that I shall not very soon write again, for | am to set out 
to-morrow on another journey. .. . 

“Your friends are all well at Streatham, and in Leicester Fields. 
Make my compliments to Mrs Boswell, if she is in good humour 


with me. “Tam, Sir, etc. 


% ** Sam. JOHNSON 
“Sep. 14, 1775 J 


What he mentions in such light terms as, “ I am to set out to- 
morrow on another journey,” I soon afterwards discovered was no 
less than a tour to France with Mr and Mrs Thrale. ‘This was 
the only time in his life that he went upon the Continent. 


** TO MR ROBERT LEVET 


“‘CaLals, Sep. 18, 1775 
“ Dear Sir, P 115 


“* Weare here in France, after a very pleasing passage of no more 
than six hours. I know not when I shall write again, and there- 
fore I write now, though you cannot suppose that I have much to 
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say. You have seen France yourself. From this place we are going 
to Rouen, and from Rouen to Paris, where Mr Thrale designs 
to stay about five or six weeks. We have a regular recommenda- 
tion to the English resident, so we shall not be taken for vagabonds. 
We think to go one way and return another, and for as much as we 
can, I will try to speak a little French; I tried hitherto but little, but 
I spoke sometimes. If I heard better, I suppose I should learn faster. 
<hamtolts 
** Your humble servant, 
“Sam. JOHNSON ” 


“TO MR ROBERT LEVET 
‘SEP ARTS! OCT 
* Dear Sir, > pe 


“* We are still here, commonly very busy in looking about us. 
We have been to-day at Versailles. You have seen it, and I shall 
not describe it. We came yesterday from Fontainbleau, where 
the Court isnow. We went to see the King and Queen at dinner, 
and the Queen was so impressed by Miss, that she sent one of the 
Gentlemen to inquire who she was. I find all true that you have 
ever told me at Paris. Mr Thrale is very liberal, and keeps us 
two coaches, and a very fine table; but I think our cookery very 
bad. Mrs ’Thrale got into a convent of English nuns, and I talked 
with her through the grate, and I am very kindly used by the 
English Benedictine friars. But upon the whole I cannot make 
much acquaintance here; and though the churches, palaces, and 
some private houses, are very magnificent, there is no very great 
pleasure, after having seen many, in seeing more; at least the 
pleasure, whatever it be, must some time have an end, and we 
are beginning to think when we shall come home. Mr Thrale 
calculates that as we left Streatham on the fifteenth of September, 
we shall see it again about the fifteenth of November. 

““T think I had not been on this side of the sea five days, before 
I found a sensible improvement in my health. I ran a race in the 
rain this day, and beat Baretti. Baretti is a fine fellow, and speaks 
French, I think, quite as well as English. 

““ Make my compliments to Mrs Williams; and give my love 
to Francis; and tell my friends that I am not lost. 

“I am, dear Sir, 
“ Your affectionate humble, etc. 
“Sam. JoHNson ” 
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It is to be regretted, that he did not write an account of his 
travels in France; for as he is reported to have once said, that 
“he could write the Life of a Broomstick,” so, notwithstanding 
so many former travellers have exhausted almost every subject for 
remark in that kingdom, his very accurate observation, and peculiar 
vigour of thought and illustration, would have produced a valu- 
able work. 


Johnson and the French 


When I met him in London the following year, the account 
which he gave me of his French tour was, “ Sir, I have seen all the 
visibilities of Paris, and around it ; but to have formed an acquaint- 
ance with the people there, would have required more time than 
I could stay. I was just beginning to creep into acquaintance by 
means of Colonel Drumgold, a very high man, Sir, head of L’ Ecole 
Militaire, a most complete character, for he had first been a pro- 
fessor of rhetoric, and then became a soldier. And, Sir, I was very 
kindly treated by the English Benedictines, and have a cell appro- 
priated to me in their convent.” 

He observed, “‘’The great in France live very magnificently, 
but the rest very miserably. ‘There is no happy middle state, as 
in England. ‘The shops of Paris are mean: the meat in the mar- 
kets is such as would be sent to a gaol in England; and Mr Thrale 
justly observed, that the cookery of the French was forced upon 
them by necessity ; for they could not eat their meat, unless they 
added some taste to it. ‘The French are an indelicate people ; 
they will spit upon any place. At Madame *s, a literary lady 
of rank, the footman took the sugar in his fingers, and threw it into 
my coffee. I was going to put it aside: but hearing it was made 
on purpose for me, I e’en tasted Tom’s fingers. The same lady 
would needs make tea @ /’Angloise. ‘The spout of the tea-pot did 
not pour freely; she bade the footman blow into it. France is 
worse than Scotland in every thing but climate. Nature has done 
more for the French; but they have done less for themselves than 
the Scotch have done.” 

It happened that Foote was at Paris at the same time with 
Dr Johnson, and his description of my friend, while there, was 
abundantly ludicrous. He told me, that the French were quite 
astonished at his figure and manner, and at his dress, which he 
obstinately continued exactly as in London ;—his brown clothes, 
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black stockings, and plain shirt. He mentioned, that an Irish 
gentleman said to Johnson, “ Sir, you have not seen the best French 
players.” Jounson: “ Players, Sir! I look on them as no better 
than creatures set upon tables and joint stools to make faces and 
produce laughter, like dancing dogs.” —* But, Sir, you will allow 
that some players are better than others?” Jounson: “ Yes, Sir, 
as some dogs dance better than others.” 

While Johnson was in France, he was generally very resolute in 
speaking Latin. It wasa maxim with him that a man should not let 
himself down, by speaking a language which he speaks imperfectly. 


Dr Burney’s Recollections 

In the course of this year, Dr Burney informs me that “ he very 
frequently met Dr Johnson at Mr Thrale’s, at Streatham, where 
they had many long conversations, often sitting up as long as the 
fire and candles lasted, and much longer than the patience of the 
servants subsisted.” 

A few of Johnson’s sayings, which that gentleman recollects, shall 
here be inserted. 

“T never take a nap after dinner but when I have had a bad 
night, and then the nap takes me.” 

“The writer of an epitaph should not be considered as saying 
nothing but what is strictly true. Allowance must be made for 
some degree of exaggerated praise. In lapidary inscriptions a man 
is not upon oath.” 

“There is now less flogging in our great schools than formerly, 
but then less is learned there; so that what the boys get at one 
end they lose at the other.” 

“* More is learned in public than in private schools, from emu- 
lation: there is the collision of mind with mind, or the radiation 
of many minds pointing to one centre. ‘Though few boys make 
their own exercises, yet if a good exercise is given up, out of a 
great number of boys, it is made by somebody.” 

“ After having talked slightingly of music, he was observed to 
listen very attentively while Miss 'Thrale played on the harpsi- 
chord, and with eagerness he called to her, ‘ Why don’t you dash 
away like Burney?” Dr Burney upon this said to him, ‘ I believe, 
Sir, we shall make a musician of you at last.’ Johnson with can- 
did complacency replied, ‘ Sir, I shall be glad to have a new sense 
given to me.’ ” 
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“He had come down one morning to the breakfast-room, and 
been a considerable time by himself before any body appeared. 
When on a subsequent day he was twitted by Mrs Thrale for 
being very late, which he generally was, he defended himself by 
alluding to the extraordinary morning, when he had been too 
early. “Madam, I do not like to come down to vacuity.’” 

“Dr Burney having remarked that Mr Garrick was beginning 
to look old, he said, ‘ Why, Sir, you are not to wonder at that ; 
no man’s face has had more wear and tear.’” 

In 1776, Johnson wrote, so far as I can discover, nothing for 
the public: but that his mind was still ardent, and fraught with 
generous wishes to attain to still higher degrees of literary excel- 
lence, is proved by his private notes of this year. 


No. 8 Bolt Court 

Having arrived in London late on Friday, the 15th of March, 
I hastened next morning to wait on Dr Johnson, at his house ; 
but found he was removed from Johnson’s Court, No. 7, to Bolt 
Court, No. 8, still keeping to his favourite Fleet Street. My 
reflection at the time upon this change as marked in my Journal, 
is as follows: “I felt a foolish regret that he had left a court which 
bore his name; but it was not foolish to be affected with some 
tenderness of regard for a place in which I had seen him a great 
deal, from whence I had often issued a better and a happier man 
than when I went in, and which had often appeared to my imagina- 
tion while I trod its pavement, in the solemn darkness of the night, 
to be sacred to wisdom and piety.” Being informed that he was 
at Mr Thrale’s, in the Borough, I hastened thither, and found 
Mrs Thrale and him at breakfast. I was kindly welcomed. In 
a moment he was in a full glow of conversation, and I felt myself 
elevated as if brought into another state of being. Mrs Thrale 
and I looked to each other while he talked, and our looks expressed 
our congenial admiration and affection for him. I shall ever re- 
collect this scene with great pleasure. I exclaimed to her, “I am 
now, intellectually, Hermippus redivivus, 1 am quite restored by 
him, by transfusion of mind.” “There are many (she replied) who 
admire and respect Mr Johnson; but you and I /ove him.” 

He seemed very happy in the near prospect of going to Italy 
with Mr and Mrs Thrale. “But, (said he,) before leaving Eng- 
land I am to take a jaunt to Oxford, Birmingham, my native city 
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Lichfield, and my old friend, Dr Taylor’s, at Ashbourne, in Derby- 
shire. I shall go in a few days, and you, Boswell, shall go with 
me.” I was ready to accompany him; being willing even to 
leave London to have the pleasure of his conversation. 


Life at Sea 

I again visited him on Monday. He took occasion to enlarge, 
as he often did, upon the wretchedness of a sea-life. “‘ A ship is 
worse than a jail. There is, in a jail, better air, better company, 
better conveniency of every kind; and a ship has the additional 
disadvantage of being in danger. When men come to like a sea- 
life, they are not fit to live on land.”——‘ Then (said I) it would 
be cruel in a father to breed his son to the sea.” Jounson: “ It 
would be cruel in a father who thinks as Ido. Men go to sea, before 
they know the unhappiness of that way of life; and when they have 
come to know it, they cannot escape from it, because it is then 
too late to choose another profession ; as indeed is generally the 
case with men, when they have once engaged in any particular way 
of life.” 


A Trip to Oxford 

On Tuesday, March 19, which was fixed for our proposed 
jaunt, we met in the morning at the Somerset coffee-house in the 
Strand, where we were taken up by the Oxford Coach. He was 
accompanied by Mr Gwyn, the architect; and a gentleman of 
Merton College, whom we did not know, had the fourth seat. We 
soon got into conversation ; for it was very remarkable of Johnson, 
that the presence of a stranger had no restraint upon his talk. I 
observed that Garrick, who was about to quit the stage, would 
soon have an easier life. Jounson: ‘“‘I doubt that, Sir.” Bos- 
wELL: “ Why, Sir, he will be Atlas with the burthen off his back.” 
Jounson: ‘ But I know not, Sir, if he will be so steady without 
his load. However, he should never play any more, but be en- 
tirely the gentleman, and not partly the player: he should no 
longer subject himself to be hissed by a mob, or to be insolently 
treated by performers, whom he used to rule with a high hand, 
and who would gladly retaliate.” Boswrzi: “I think he should 
play once a year for the benefit of decayed actors, as it has been said 
he means to do.”” Jonson: “‘ Alas, Sir! he will soon be a decayed 
actor himself.” 
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Columns and Statues 


Johnson expressed his disapprobation of ornamental architecture, 
such as magnificent columns supporting a portico, or expensive 
pilasters supporting merely their own capitals, “ because it con- 
sumes labour disproportionate to its utility.” For the same reason 
he satirised statuary. ‘‘ Painting (said he) consumes labour not 
disproportionate to its effect ; but a fellow wi!l hack half a year at 
a block of marble, to make something in stone that hardly resembles 
aman. The value of statuary is owing to its difficulty. You 
would not value the finest head cut upon a carrot.” Here he 
seemed to me to be strangely deficient in taste ; for, surely, statuary 
is a noble art of imitation, and preserves a wonderful expression of 
the varieties of the human frame ; and although it must be allowed 
that the circumstances of difficulty enhance the value of a marble 
head, we should consider, that, if it requires a long time in the per- 
formance, it has a proportionate value in durability. 

Gwyn was a fine, lively, rattling fellow. Dr Johnson kept him 
in subjection, but with a kindly authority. The spirit of the artist, 
however, rose against what he thought a Gothic attack, and he 
made a brisk defence. “ What, Sir! will you allow no value to 
beauty in architecture or in statuary? Why should we allow it 
then in writing? Why do you take the trouble to give us so many 
fine allusions, and bright images, and elegant phrases. You might 
convey all your instruction without these ornaments.” Johnson 
smiled with complacency : but said, ““ Why, Sir, all these ornaments 
are useful, because they obtain an easier reception for truth; but 
a building is not at all more convenient for being decorated with 
superfluous carved work.” 

Gwyn at last was lucky enough to make one reply to Dr Johnson, 
which he allowed to be excellent. Johnson censured him for 
taking down a church which might have stood many years, and 
building a new one at a different place, for no other reason but 
that there might be a direct road to a new bridge ; and his expres- 
sion was, “‘ You are taking a church out of the way, that the people 
may go in a straight line to the bridge.” —“ No, Sir, (said Gwyn,) 
I am putting the church iz the way that the people may not go 
out of the way.”” JouNson (with a hearty loud laugh of approbation :) 
“Speak no more. Rest your colloquial fame upon this.” 

Upon our arrival at Oxford, Dr Johnson and I went directly to 
University College, but were disappointed on finding that one of 
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the fellows, his friend Mr Scott, who accompanied him from New- 
castle to Edinburgh, was gone to the country. We put up at the 
Angel inn, and passed the evening by ourselves in easy and familiar 
conversation. ‘Talking of constitutional melancholy, he observed, 
‘“* A man so afflicted, Sir, must divert distressing thoughts, and not 
combat with them.” Bosweri: “ May not he think them down, 
Sir?” Jounson: “No, Sir. To attempt to shink them down is 
madness. He should have a lamp constantly burning in his bed- 
chamber during the night, and if wakefully disturbed, take a book, 
and read, and compose himself to rest. ‘I’o have the management 
of the mind is a great art, and it may be attained in a considerable 
degree by experience and habitual exercise.” Boswrizi: ‘‘ Should 
not he provide amusements for himself? Would it not, for in- 
stance, be right for him to take a course of chemistry?” Joun- 
son: ‘* Let him take a course of chemistry or a course of rope- 
dancing, or a course of any thing to which he is inclined at the time. 
Let him contrive to have as many retreats for his mind as he can, 
as many things to which it can fly from itself. Burton’s Azatomy 
of Melancholy is a valuable work. It is, perhaps, overloaded with 
quotation. But there is a great spirit and great power in what 
Burton says, when he writes from his own mind.” 


Pembroke College revisited 

We then went to Pembroke College, and waited on his old 
friend Dr Adams, the master of it, whom I found to be a most polite, 
pleasing, communicative man. Before his advancement to the head- 
ship of his college, I had intended to go and visit him at Shrewsbury, 
where he was rector of St Chad’s, in order to get from him what 
particulars he could recollect of Johnson’s academical life. He 
now obligingly gave me part of that authentic information, which, 
with what I afterwards owed to his kindness, will be found incor- 
porated in its proper place in this work. 


Playing at Draughts 

We walked with Dr Adams into the master’s garden, and into 
the common room. Jonnson (after a reverie of meditation :) “ Ay ! 
here I used to play at draughts with Phil. Jones and Fludyer. 
Jones loved beer, and did not get very forward in the church. 
Fludyer turned out a scoundrel, a Whig, and said he was ashamed 
of having been bred at Oxford. He had a living at Putney, and 
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got under the eye of some retainers to the court at that time, and 
so became a violent Whig: but he had been a scoundrel all along, 
to be sure.” Bosweti: ‘‘ Was he a scoundrel, Sir, in any other 
way than that of being a political scoundrel? Did he cheat at 
draughts?” Johnson: “ Sir, we never played for money.” 


‘‘The Lighter Vices ”’ 

I mentioned Sir Richard Steele having published his Céristian 
Hero, with the avowed purpose of obliging himself to lead a religious 
life; yet, that his conduct was by no means strictly suitable. 
Jounson : “ Steele, I believe, practised the lighter vices.” 

Mr Warton being engaged, could not sup with us at our inn; 
we had therefore another evening by ourselves. I asked Johnson, 
whether a man’s being forward to make himself known to eminent 
people, and seeing as much of life, and getting as much informa- 
tion as he could in every way, was not yet lessening himself by his 
forwardness. Jounson: “ No, Sir; a man always makes himself 
greater as he increases his knowledge.” 

I censured some ludicrous fantastic dialogues between two coach- 
horses and other such stuff, which Baretti had lately published. 
He joined with me, and said, “‘ Nothing odd willdolong. Tristram 
Shandy did not last.”” I expressed a desire to be acquainted with a 
lady who had been much talked of, and universally celebrated for 
extraordinary address and insinuation. JouHnson: “ Never believe 
extraordinary characters which you hear of people. Depend upon 
it, Sir, they are exaggerated. You do not see one man shoot a 
great deal higher than another.” 


Johnson vy. Burke 

I mentioned Mr Burke. Jonnson: “‘ Yes; Burke is an extra- 
ordinary man. His stream of mind is perpetual.” It is very 
pleasing to me to record, that Johnson’s high estimation of the 
talents of this gentleman was uniform from their early acquaint- 
ance. Sir Joshua Reynolds informs me, that when Mr Burke was 
first elected a member of Parliament, and Sir John Hawkins ex- 
pressed a wonder at his attaining a seat, Johnson said, “ Now we 
who know Mr Burke, know, that he will be one of the first men in 
the country.” And once, when Johnson was ill, and unable to 
exert himself as much as usual without fatigue, Mr Burke having 
been mentioned, he said, “‘ That fellow calls forth all my powers, 
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Were I to see Burke now it would kill me.” So much was he 
accustomed to consider conversation as a contest, and such was his 
notion of Burke as an opponent. 


Of Inns and Taverns 


Next morning, Thursday, March 21, we dined at an excellent 
inn at Chapelhouse, where he expatiated on the felicity of England 
in its taverns and inns, and triumphed over the French for not 
having, in any perfection, the tavern-life. “‘’There is no private 
house (said he) in which people can enjoy themselves so well as 
in a capital tavern. Let there be ever so great plenty of good 
things, ever so much grandeur, ever so much elegance, ever so 
much desire that every body should be easy; in the nature of 
things it cannot be: there must always be some degree of care and 
anxiety. ‘The master of the house is anxious to entertain his guests ; 
the guests are anxious to be agreeable to him: and no man, but a 
very impudent dog indeed, can as freely command what is in 
another man’s house, as if it were his own. Whereas, at a tavern, 
there is a general freedom from anxiety. You are sure you are 
welcome: and the more noise you make, the more trouble you 
give, the more good things you call for, the welcomer you are. No 
servants will attend you with the alacrity which waiters do, who 
are incited by the prospect of an immediate reward in proportion 
as they please. No, Sir; there is nothing which has yet been 
contrived by man, by which so much happiness is produced as 
by a good tavern or inn.” He then repeated, with great emotion, 
Shenstone’s lines : 


«* Whoe’er has travell’d life’s dull round, 

Where’er his stages may have been, 
May sigh to think he still has found 
The warmest welcome at an inn.” 


In the afternoon, as we were driven rapidly along in the post- 
chaise, he said to me, “‘ Life has not many things better than this.” 
We stopped at Stratford-upon-Avon, and drank tea and coffee ; 


and it pleased me to be with him upon the classic ground of Shak- 
speare’s native place. 


Birmingham and Lichfield 


On Friday, March 22, having set out early from Henley, where 
we had lain the preceding night, we arrived at Birmingham about 
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nine o'clock, and, after breakfast, went to call on his old school- 
fellow, Mr Hector. 

I wished to have staid at Birmingham to-night, to have talked 
more with Mr Hector ; but my friend was impatient to reach his 
native city ; so we drove on that stage in the dark, and were long 
pensive and silent. When we came within the focus of the Lich- 
field lamps, “ Now (said he) we are getting out of a state of death.” 
We put up at the T’hree Crowns, not one of the great inns, but a 
good old-fashioned one, which was kept by Mr Wilkins, and was 
the very next house to that in which Johnson was born and brought 
up, and which was still his own property. We had a comfortable 
supper, and got into high spirits. I felt all my Toryism glow in 
this old capital of Staffordshire. I could have offered incense 
genio loci; and I indulged in libations of that ale, which Boni- 
face, in the Beaux Stratagem, recommends with such an eloquent 
jollity. 

Next morning he introduced me to Mrs Lucy Porter, his step- 
daughter. She was now an old maid, with much simplicity of 
manner. She had never been in London. Her brother, a cap- 
tain’in the Navy, had left her a fortune of ten thousand pounds ; 
about a third of which she had laid out in building a stately house, 
and making a handsome garden, in an elevated situation in Lich- 
field. Johnson, when here by himself, used to live at her house. 
She reverenced him, and he had a parental tenderness for her. 


Provincialisms 

We dined at our inn, and had with us a Mr Jackson, one of 
Johnson’s schoolfellows, whom he treated with much kindness, 
though he seemed to be a low man, dull and untaught. He had 
a coarse gray coat, black waistcoat, greasy leather breeches, and 
yellow uncurled wig; and his countenance had the ruddiness 
which betokens one who is in no haste to “leave his can.” He 
drank only ale. He had tried to be a cutler at Birmingham, but 
had not succeeded: and now he lived poorly at home, and had 
some scheme of dressing leather in a better manner than common : 
to his indistinct account of which, Dr Johnson listened with patient 
attention, that he might assist him with his advice. Here was an 
instance of genuine humanity and real kindness in this great man, 
who has been most unjustly represented as altogether harsh and 
destitute of tenderness. A thousand such instances might have 


L 


162 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1776 


been recorded in the course of his long life ; though that his temper 
was warm and hasty, and his manner often rough, cannot be denied. 

I saw here, for the first time, oaf-a/e; and oat-cakes, not hard 
as in Scotland, but soft like a Yorkshire cake, were served at break- 
fast. It was pleasant to me to find that “oats,” the “ food of 
horses,’ were so much used as the food of the people in Dr Johnson’s 
own town. He expatiated in praise of Lichfield and its inhabitants, 
who, he said, were “‘ the most sober decent people in England, the 
genteelest in proportion to their wealth, and spoke the purest Eng- 
lish.” I doubted as to the last article of this eulogy: for they had 
several provincial sounds ; as, ¢4ere pronounced like fear, instead of 
like fair; once, pronounced woonse, instead of wunse or wonse. 
Johnson himself never got entirely free of those provincial accents. 
Garrick used sometimes to take him off, squeezing a lemon into 
a punch-bowl, with uncouth gesticulations, looking round the 
company, and calling out, “‘ Who’s for poonsh ?” 

. Very little business appeared to be going forward in Lichfield. 
I found, however, two strange manufactures for so inland a place, 
sail-cloth and streamers for ships; and I observed them making 
some saddle-cloths, and dressing sheep-skins ; but upon the whole 
the busy hand of industry seemed to be quite slackened. “‘ Surely, 
Sir, (said I,) you are an idle set of people.’ ‘“‘ Sir, (said Johnson,) 
we are a city of philosophers, we work with our heads, and make 
the boobies of Birmingham work for us with their hands.” 


Mr Thrale’s Bereavement 

On Monday, March 25, we breakfasted at Mrs Lucy Porter’s. 
Johnson had sent an express to Dr ‘Taylor’s, acquainting him of 
our being at Lichfield, and ‘Taylor had returned an answer that his 
post-chaise should come for us thisday. While we sat at breakfast, 
Dr Johnson received a letter by the post, which seemed to agitate 
him very much. When he had read it, he exclaimed, ‘‘ One of 
the most dreadful things that has happened in my time.” 'The 
phrase my time, like the word age, is usually understood to refer to 
an event of a public or general nature. I imagined something like 
an assassination of the King—like a gun-powder plot carried into 
execution—or like another fire of London. When asked, ‘‘ What 
is it, Sir?’ he answered, “ Mr Thrale has lost his only son!” 
This was, no doubt, a very great affliction to Mr and Mrs Thrale, 
which their friends would consider accordingly; but from the 
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manner in which the intelligence of it was communicated by John- 
son, it appeared for the moment to be comparatively small. I, 
however, soon felt a sincere concern, and was curious to observe, 
how Dr Johnson would be affected. He said, “ This is a total 
extinction to their family, as much as if they were sold into 
captivity.” Upon my mentioning that Mr Thrale had daugh- 
ters, who might inherit his wealth ;—“ Daughters, (said Johnson, 
warmly,) he'll no more value his daughters than ” I was 
going to speak,—“ Sir, (said he,) don’t you know how you your- 
self think? Sir, he wishes to propagate his name.” In short, I 
saw male succession strong in his mind, even where there was no 
name, no family of any long standing. I said, it was lucky he was 
not present when this misfortune happened. Jounson: “ It is 
lucky for we. People in distress never think that you feel enough.” 
Bosweti: “ And, Sir, they will have the hope of seeing you, which 
will be a relief in the mean time ; and when you get to them, the 
pain will be so far abated, that they will be capable of being con- 
soled by you, which, in the first violence of it, I believe, would not 
be the case.”” Jounson: “ No, Sir; violent pain of mind, like 
violent pain of body, must be severely felt.” Bosweti: “ I own, 
Sir, I have not so much feeling for the distress of others, as some 
people have, or pretend to have ; but I know this, that I would do 
all in my power to relieve them.” Jounson : “ Sir, it is affectation 
to pretend to feel the distress of others, as much as they do them- 
selves. It is equally so, as if one should pretend to feel as much 
pain while a friend’s leg is cutting off, as he does. No, Sir: you 
have expressed the rational and just nature of sympathy. I would 
have gone to the extremity of the earth to have preserved this boy.” 

He was soon quite calm. ‘The letter was from Mr Thrale’s 
clerk, and concluded, “‘ I need not say how much they wish to see 
you in London.” He said, “‘ We shall hasten back from Taylor’s.” 

Mrs Lucy Porter and some other ladies of the place talked a 
great deal of him when he was out of the room, not only with 
veneration but affection. It pleased me to find that he was so 
much 4e/oved in his native city. 

After dinner Dr Johnson wrote a letter to Mrs Thrale, on the 
death of her son. I said it would be very distressing to Thrale, 
but she would soon forget it, as she had so many things to think of. 
Jounson : “ No, Sir, Thrale will forget it first. S/e has many 
things that she #ay think of. He has many things that he mus¢ 
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think of.’ This was a very just remark upon the different effects 
of those light pursuits which occupy a vacant and easy mind, and 
those serious engagements which arrest attention, and keep us from 
brooding over grief. 


“Vexing Thoughts ” 

Having lain at St Alban’s, on Thursday, March 28, we break- 
fasted the next morning at Barnet. I enjoyed the luxury of our 
approach to London, that metropolis which we both loved so much, 
for the high and varied intellectual pleasure which it furnishes. I 
experienced immediate happiness while whirled along with such a 
companion, and said to him, “ Sir, you observed one day at General 
Oglethorpe’s that a man is never happy for the present but when he 
is drunk. Will you not add,—or when driving rapidly in a post- 
chaise ?”’ Jounson: “‘ No, Sir, you are driving rapidly from some- 
thing, or fo something.” 

Talking of melancholy, he said, ‘“‘ Some men, and very thinking 
men too, have not those vexing thoughts. Sir Joshua Reynolds is 
the same all the year round. Beauclerk, except when ill and in 
pain, isthe same. But I believe most men have them in the degree 
in which they are capable of having them. If I were in the country, 
and were distressed by that malady, I would force myself to take a 
book ; and every time I did it, I should find it the easier. Melan- 
choly, indeed, should be diverted by every means but drinking.” 


The Doctor dusts his Books 

On Wednesday, April 3, in the morning I found him very busy 
putting his books in order, and as they were generally very old ones, 
clouds of dust were flying around him. He had on a pair of large 
gloves, such as hedgers use. His present appearance put me in 
mind of my uncle Dr Boswell’s description of him, “‘ A robust 
genius, born to grapple with whole libraries.” 

I gave him an account of a conversation which had passed be- 
tween me and Captain Cook, the day before, at dinner at Sir John 
Pringle’s ; and he was much pleased with the conscientious accur- 
acy of that celebrated circumnavigator, who set me right as to many 
of the exaggerated accounts given by Dr Hawkesworth of his Voy- 
ages. I told him that while I was with the Captain, I catched the 
enthusiasm of curiosity and adventure, and felt a strong inclination 
to go with him on his next voyage. Jounson: “‘ Why, Sir, a man 


Age 67) THE ITALIAN TOUR » aes 


does feel so, till he considers how very little he can learn from such 
voyages.” Bosweii: “ But one is carried away with the general 
grand and indistinct notion of, A Voracz rounp THE Wor.p.” 
Jounson : “ Yes, Sir, but a man is to guard himself against taking 
a thing in general.” I said I was certain that a great part of what 
we are told by the travellers to the South Sea must be conjecture, 
because they had not enough of the language of those countries to 
understand so much as they have related. Objects falling under 
the observation of the senses might be clearly known; but every 
thing intellectual, every thing abstract—politics, morals, and re- 
ligion, must be darkly guessed. Dr Johnson was of the same 
opinion. He upon another occasion, when a friend mentioned 
to him several extraordinary facts as communicated to him by the 
circumnavigators, slily observed, “‘ Sir, I never before knew how 
much I was respected by these gentlemen; they told me none of 
these things.” 


The Italian Tour 

On Friday, April 5, being Good Friday, Mr Thrale called upon 
him, and appeared to bear the loss of his son with a manly com- 
posure. ‘There was no affectation about him; and he talked, as 
usual, upon indifferent subjects. He seemed to me to hesitate as 
to the intended Italian tour, on which, I flattered myself, he and 
Mrs Thrale and Dr Johnson were soon to set out ; and, therefore, 
I pressed it as much as I could. I mentioned that Mr Beauclerk 
had said, that Baretti, whom they were to carry with them, would 
keep them so long in the little towns of his own district, that they 
would not have time to see Rome. I mentioned this to put them 
on their guard. Jounson: “ Sir, we do not thank Mr Beauclerk, 
for supposing that we are to be directed by Baretti. No, Sir, Mr 
Thrale is to go, by my advice, to Mr Jackson, (the all-knowing,) and 
get from him a plan for seeing the most that can be seen in the time 
that we have to travel. We must, to be sure, see Rome, Naples, 
Florence, and Venice, and as much more as we can.” (Speaking 
with a tone of animation.) 

When I expressed an earnest wish for his remarks on Italy, he 
said, “‘ I do not see that I could make a book upon Italy; yet I 
should be glad to get £200 or £500 by sucha work.” ‘This shewed 
both that a journal of his Tour upon the Continent was not wholly 
out of his contemplation, and that he uniformly adhered to that 
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strange opinion which his indolent disposition made him utter : 
‘““No man but a blockhead ever wrote, except for money.” Nu- 
merous instances to refute this will occur to all who are versed in 
the history of literature. 


Johnson’s Patience 

On Sunday, April 7, Easter-day, after having been at St Paul’s 
Cathedral, I came to Dr Johnson, according to my usual custom. 
It seemed to me, that there was always something peculiarly mild 
and placid in his manner upon this holy festival, the commemora- 
tion of the most joyful event in the history of our world, the Re- 
surrection of our Lorp and Saviour, who, having triumphed over 
death and the grave, proclaimed immortality to mankind. 

Mrs Williams was very peevish; and I wondered at Johnson’s 
patience with her now, as I had often done on similar occasions. 
‘The truth is, that his humane consideration of the forlorn and in- 
digent state in which this lady was left by her father, induced him 
to treat her with the utmost tenderness, and even to be desirous of 
procuring her amusement, so as sometimes to incommode many of 
his friends, by carrying her with him to their houses, where, from 
her manner of eating, in consequence of her blindness, she could 
not but offend the delicacy of persons of nice sensations. 

After coffee, we went to afternoon service in St Clement’s Church. 
Observing some beggars in the street as we walked along, I said to 
him, I supposed there was no civilized country in the world, where 
the misery of want in the lowest classes of the people was prevented. 
Jounson: “I believe, Sir, there is not; but it is better that some 
should be unhappy, than that none should be happy, which would 
be the case in a general state of equality.” 

On Wednesday, April 10, I dined with him at Mr Thrale’s, 
where were Mr Murphy and some other company. Before dinner, 
Dr Johnson and I passed some time by ourselves. I was sorry to 
find it was now resolved that the proposed journey to Italy should 
not take place this year. He said, “ Iam disappointed, to be sure ; 
but it is not a great disappointment.” JI wondered to see him bear, 
with a philosophical calmness, what would have made most people 
peevish and fretful. I perceived, however, that he had so warmly 
cherished the hope of enjoying classical scenes, that he could not 
easily part with the scheme; for he said, “‘ I shall probably con- 
trive to get to Italy some other way. But I won’t mention it to 
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Mr and Mrs Thrale, as it might vex them.” I suggested, that 
going to Italy might have done Mrand Mrs Thrale good. Joun- 
son : “I rather believe not, Sir. While grief is fresh, every attempt 
to divert only irritates. You must wait till grief be digested, and 
then amusement will dissipate the remains of it.” 


Children in Company 

I said, I disliked the custom which some people had of bringing 
their children into company, because it in a manner forced us to 
pay foolish compliments to please their parents. Jonnson: “ You 
are right, Sir. We may be excused for not caring much about 
other people’s children, for there are many who care very little 
about their own children. It may be observed, that men, who 
from being engaged in business, or from their course of life in what- 
ever way, seldom see their children, do not care much about them. 
I myself should not have had much fondness for a child of my own. 
Mrs Turate : “ Nay, Sir, how can you talk so?”” Jonnson: “At 
least, I never wished to have a child.” 


Garrick’s Acting 

On Thursday, April 11, I dined with him at General Paoli’s, in 
whose house I now resided, and where | had ever afterwards the 
honour of being entertained with the kindest attention as his con- 
stant guest, while I was in London, till I had a house of my own 
there. I mentioned my having that morning introduced to Mr 
Garrick, Count Neni, a Flemish Nobleman of great rank and for- 
tune, to whom Garrick talked of Abel Drugger as a sma// part ; 
and related, with pleasant vanity, that a Frenchman who had seen 
him in one of his low characters, exclaimed, Comment! je ne le 
crois pas. Ce n'est pas Monsieur Garrick, ce grand homme!” Gar- 
rick added, with an appearance of grave recollection, “ If I were 
to begin life again, I think I should not play these low characters.” 
Upon which I observed, “ Sir, you would be in the wrong; for 
your great excellence is your variety of playing, your representing, 
so well, characters so very different.” JouHnson: “ Garrick, Sir, 
was not in earnest in what he said ; for, to be sure, his peculiar ex- 
cellence is his variety ; and, perhaps there is not any one character 
which has not been as well acted by somebody else, as he could do 
it.’ Boswett: “ Why then, Sir, did he talk so?” Jounson : 
“‘ Why, Sir, to make you answer as you did.” Boswett: “ I don’t 
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know, Sir ; he seemed to dip deep into his mind for the reflection.” 
Jounson : “‘ He had not far to dip, Sir; he had said the same thing, 
probably, twenty times before.” 

Of a nobleman raised at a very early period to high office, he 
said, ‘‘ His parts, Sir, are pretty well for a Lord; but would not 
be distinguished in a man who had nothing else but his parts.” 

A journey to Italy was still in his thoughts. He said, “ A man 
who has not been in Italy is always conscious of an inferiority, from 
his not having seen what it is expected a man should see. The 
grand object of travelling is to see the shores of the Mediterranean. 
On those shores were the four great Empires of the world; the 
Assyrian, the Persian, the Grecian, and the Roman.—All our re- 
ligion, almost all our law, almost all our arts, almost all that sets us 
above savages, has come tous from the shores of the Mediterranean.” 
The General observed, that “‘ THe MepirerraNgEANn would be a 
noble subject for a poem.” 


Of Tragedy 

On Friday, April 12, I dined with him at our friend Tom 
Davies’s, where we met Mr Cradock, of Leicestershire, author of 
Zobeide, a tragedy ; a very pleasing gentleman, to whom my friend 
Dr Farmer’s very excellent Essay on the learning of Shakspeare is 
addressed ; and Dr Harwood, who has written and published vari- 
ous works ; particularly a fantastical translation of the New Testa- 
ment, in modern phrase, and with a Socinian twist. 

I introduced Aristotle’s doctrine in his Art of Poetry, of, “ the 
purging of the passions,” as the purpose of tragedy. ‘‘ But how 
are the passions to be purged by terror and pity ?” (said I, with an 
assumed air of ignorance, to incite him to talk, for which it was often 
necessary to employ some address.) Jounson: “‘ Why, Sir, you 
are to consider what is the meaning of purging in the original sense. 
It is to expel impurities from the human body. ‘The mind is sub- 
ject to the same imperfection. ‘The passions are the greatest 
movers of human actions ; but they are mixed with such impurities, 
that it is necessary they should be purged or refined by means of 
terror and pity. For instance, ambition is a noble passion; but 
by seeing, upon the stage, that a man who is so excessively ambitious 
as to raise himself by injustice, is punished, we are terrified at the 
fatal consequences of such a passion. In the same manner a certain 
degree of resentment is necessary ; but if we see that a man carries 
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it too far, we pity the object of it, and are taught to moderate that 
passion.” My record upon this occasion does great injustice to 
Johnson’s expression, which was so forcible and brilliant, that 
Mr Cradock whispered me, “ O that his words were written in a 
book !” 

I observed the great defect of the tragedy of Orhe//o was, that it had 
not a moral; for that no man could resist the circumstances of sus- 
picion which were artfully suggested to Othello’s mind. Jonnson : 

“In the first place, Sir, we learn from O¢he//o this very useful moral, 

not to make an unequal match: in the second place, we learn not 
to yield too readily to suspicion. ‘The handkerchief is merely a 
trick, though a very pretty trick; but there are no other circum- 
stances of reasonable suspicion, except what is related by Iago of 
Cassio’s warm expressions concerning Desdemona in his sleep; and 
that depended entirely upon the assertion of one man. No, Sir, 
I think Orhe//o has more moral than almost any play.” 

Talking of a penurious gentleman of our acquaintance, Johnson 
said, ‘‘ Sir, he is narrow, not so much from avarice, as from im- 
potence to spend his money. He cannot find in his heart to pour 
outa bottle of wine ; but he would not much care if it should sour.” 


At the Crown and Anchor 

Johnson and I supped this evening at the Crown and Anchor 
tavern, in company with Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr Langton, Mr 
Nairne, now one of the Scotch Judges, with the title of Lord Dun- 
sinan, and my very worthy friend, Sir William Forbes, of Pitsligo. 

We discussed the question whether drinking improved conversa- 
tion and benevolence. Sir Joshua maintained it did. Jounson : 
** No, Sir; before dinner, men meet with great inequality of under- 
standing ; and those who are conscious of their inferiority, have the 
modesty not to talk. When they have drunk wine, every man feels 
himself happy, and loses that modesty, and grows impudent and 
vociferous : but he is not improved : he is only not sensible of his 
defects.” Sir Joshua said, the Doctor was talking of the effects of 
excess in wine; but that a moderate glass enlivened the mind, by 
giving a proper circulation to the blood. ‘“‘ I am (said he) in very 
good spirits, when I get up in the morning. By dinner-time I am 
exhausted ; wine puts me in the same state as when I got up; and 
I am sure that moderate drinking makes people talk better.” Joun- 
son: “No, Sir; wine gives not light, gay, ideal hilarity; but 
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tumultuous, noisy, clamorous merriment. I have heard none of 
those drunken,—nay, drunken is a coarse word,—none of those 
vinous flights.” Sir Josuua: “ Because you have sat by, quite 
sober, and felt an envy of the happiness of those who were drink- 
ing.’ Jounson: “ Perhaps, contempt.—And, Sir, it is not neces- 
sary to be drunk one’s self, to relish the wit of drunkenness. Do 
we not judge of the drunken wit of the dialogue between Iago and 
Cassio, the most excellent in its kind, when we are quite sober ? 
Wit is wit, by whatever means it is produced; and, if good, will 
appear so at all times. JI admit that the spirits are raised by drink- 
ing, as by the common participation of any pleasure : cock-fighting, 
or bear-baiting, will raise the spirits of a company, as drinking does, 
though surely they will not improve conversation. I also admit, 
that there are some sluggish men who are improved by drinking ; 
as there are fruits which are not good till they are rotten. ‘There 
are such men, but they are medlars. I indeed allow that there 
have been a very few men of talents who were improved by drink- 
ing; but I maintain that I am right as to the effects of drinking in 
general: and let it be considered, that there is no position, how- 
ever false in its universality, which is not true of some particular 
man.” Sir William Forbes said, “‘ Might not a man warmed with 
wine be like a bottle of beer, which is made brisker by being set 
before the fire ?””—‘‘ Nay (said Johnson, laughing,) I cannot 
answer that: that is too much for me.” 

I observed, that wine did some people harm, by inflaming, con- 
fusing, and irritating their minds; but that the experience of man- 
kind had declared in favour of moderate drinking. Jounson : “ Sir, 
I do not say it is wrong to produce self-complacency by drinking ; I 
only deny that it improves the mind. When I drank wine, I 
scorned to drink it when in company. I have drunk many a bottle 
by myself; in the first place, because I had need of it to raise my 
spirits ; in the second place, because I would have nobody to wit- 
ness its effects upon me.” 

He told us, “ almost all his Ramblers were written just as they 
were wanted for the press; that he sent a certain portion of the 
copy of an essay, and wrote the remainder, while the former part 
of it was printing. When it was wanted, and he had fairly sat 
down to it, he was sure it would be done.” 

He said, that, for general improvement, a man should read what- 
ever his immediate inclination prompts him to; though to be sure, 
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if a man has a science to learn, he must regularly and resolutely 
advance. He added, ‘‘ what we read with inclination makes a 
much stronger impression. If we read without inclination, half 
the mind is employed in fixing the attention ; so there is but one 
half to be employed on what we read.” He told us, he read 
Fielding’s Amelia through without stopping. He said, “ if a man 
begins to read in the middle of a book, and feels an inclination to 
go on, let him not quit it, to go to the beginning. He may perhaps 
not feel again the inclination.” 


Johnson at Bath 

On the 26th of April, I went to Bath; and on my arrival at the 
Pelican inn, found lying for me an obliging invitation from Mr 
and Mrs Thrale, by whom I was agreeably entertained almost con- 
stantly during my stay. ‘They were gone to the rooms; but there 
was a kind note from Dr Johnson, that he should sit at home all the 
evening. I went to him directly, and before Mr and Mrs Thrale 
returned, we had by ourselves some hours of tea-drinking and talk. 

I shall group together such of his sayings as I preserved during 
the few days that I was at Bath. 

Of a person who differed from him in politics, he said, “ In 
private life he is a very honest gentleman; but I will not allow 
him to be so in public life. People may be honest, though they 
are doing wrong: that is, between their Maker and them. But 
we, who are suffering by their pernicious conduct, are to destroy 
them. Weare sure that acts from interest. We know what 
his genuine principles were. They who allow their passions to 
confound the distinctions between right and wrong, are criminal. 
They may be convinced ; but they have not come honestly by their 
conviction.” 

It having been mentioned, I know not with what truth, that a 
certain female political writer, whose doctrines he disliked, had of 
late become very fond of dress, sat hours together at her toilet, and 
even put on rouge :—Jounson: “ She is better employed at her 
toilet, than using her pen. It is better she should be reddening her 
own cheeks, than blackening other people’s characters.” 

Of the father of one of our friends, he observed, “‘ He never 
clarified his notions, by filtrating them through other minds. He 
had a canal upon his estate, where at one place the bank was too 
low.—I dug the canal deeper,” said he. 
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Chatterton and Bristol 

On Monday, April 29, he and I made an excursion to Bristol, 
when I was entertained with seeing him i inquire, upon the spot, 
into the authenticity of “ Row/ey’s poetry,” as J had seen him 1 in- 
quire upon the spot into the authenticity of “ Ossian’s poetry.” 
George Catcot, the pewterer, who was as zealous for Rowley, as 
Hugh Blair was for Ossiaz, (I trust my Reverend friend will excuse 
the comparison,) attended us at our inn, and with a triumphant air 
of lively simplicity called out, “‘ ’ll make Dr Johnson a convert.’ 
Dr Johnson, at his desire, read aloud some of Chatterton’s fabricated 
verses, while Catcot stood at the back of his chair, moving himself 
like a pendulum, and beating time with his feet, and now and then 
looking into Dr Johnson’s face, wondering that he was not yet con- 
vinced. We called on Mr Barret, the surgeon, and saw some of 
the originals, as they were called, which were executed very arti- 
ficially ; but from a careful inspection of them, and a consideration 
of the circumstances with which they were attended, we were quite 
satisfied of the imposture, which, indeed, has been clearly demon- 
strated from internal evidence, by several able critics. 

Honest Catcot seemed to pay no attention whatever to any objec- 
tions, but insisted, as an end of all controversy, that we should go with 
him to the tower of the church of St Mary, Redcliff, and view with our 
own eyes the ancient chest in which the manuscripts were found. To 
this Dr Johnson good-naturedly agreed; and, though troubled with 
a shortness of breathing, laboured upa long flight of steps, till we came 
to the place where the wondrous chest stood. ‘“‘ There, (said Catcot, 
with a bouncing confident credulity,) ¢4ere is the very chest itself.” 
After this ocular demonstration, there was no more to be said. He 
brought to my recollection a Scotch Highlander, a man of learning 
too, and who had seen the world, attesting, and at the same time giv- 
ing his reasons for, the authenticity of Fingal :—‘ I have heard all that 
poem when I wasyoung.”—‘‘ Have you, Sir? Pray,what haveyou 
heard?” —“‘] have heard Ossian, Oscar, and every one of them.” 

Johnson said of Chatterton, ‘‘’This is the most extraordinary 
young man that has encountered my knowledge. It is wonderful 
how the whelp has written such things.” 

We were by no means pleased with our inn at Bristol. “ Let 
us see now, (said I,) how we should describe it.” Johnson was 
ready with his raillery. “‘ Describe it, Sir ?—-Why, it was so bad 
that Boswell wished to be in Scotland !” 
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The Return to London 

_ After Dr Johnson’s return to London, I was several times with 
him at his house, where I occasionally slept in the room that had 
been assigned forme. I dined with him at Dr Taylor’s, at General 
Oglethorpe’s, and at General Paoli’s. To avoid a tedious minute- 
ness, I shall group together what I have preserved of his conversa- 
tion during this period also, without specifying each scene where 
It passed, except one, which will be found so remarkable as cer- 
tainly to deserve a very particular relation. 


Of Gentility 

“ Lord Chesterfield’s Lerrers to his Son, I think, might be made 
a very pretty book. ‘Take out the immorality, and it should be 
put in the hands of every young gentleman. An elegant manner 
and easiness of behaviour are acquired gradually and imperceptibly. 
No man can say ‘ I'll be genteel.’ ‘There are ten genteel women 
for one genteel man, because they are more restrained. A man 
without some degree of restraint is insufferable ; but we are all less 
restrained than women. Were a woman sitting in company to 
put out her legs before her as most men do, we should be tempted 
to kick them in.” No man was a more attentive and nice observer 
of behaviour in those in whose company he happened to be, than 
Johnson ; or, however strange it may seem to many, had a higher 
estimation of its refinements. Lord Eliot informs me, that one day 
when Johnson and he were at dinner in a gentleman’s house in 
London, upon Lord Chesterfield’s Letters being mentioned, John- 
son surprised the company by this sentence: “ Every man of any 
education would rather be called a rascal, than accused of deficiency 
in the graces.’ Mr Gibbon, who was present, turned to a lady 
who knew Johnson well, and lived much with him, and in his 
quaint manner, tapping his box, addressed her thus : “ Don’t you 
think, madam, (looking towards Johnson,) that among a// your 
acquaintance you could find ove exception?” ‘The lady smiled, 
and seemed to acquiesce. 


Johnson and Wilkes 

I am now to record a very curious incident in Dr Johnson’s Life, 
which fell under my own observation ; of which pars magna fui, 
and which, I am persuaded, will, with the liberal-minded, be much 
to his credit. 
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My desire of being acquainted with celebrated men of every 
description, had made me, much about the same time, obtain an 
introduction to Dr Samuel Johnson and to John Wilkes, Esq. Two 
men more different could perhaps not be selected out of all man- 
kind. ‘They had even attacked one another with some asperity in 
their writings; yet I lived in habits of friendship with both. I 
could fully relish the excellence of each; for I have ever delighted 
in that intellectual chemistry, which can separate good qualities 
from evil in the same person. 

Sir John Pringle, “‘ mine own friend and my father’s friend,” 
between whom and Dr Johnson I in vain wished to establish an 
acquaintance, as I respected and lived in intimacy with both of 
them, observed to me once, very ingeniously, “ It is not in friend- 
ship as in mathematics, where two things, each equal to a third, are 
equal between themselves. You agree with Johnson as a middle 
quality, and you agree with me as a middle quality; but Johnson 
and I should not agree.” Sir John was not sufficiently flexible ; 
so I desisted; knowing, indeed, that the repulsion was equally 
strong on the part of Johnson ; who, I know not from what cause, 
unless his being a Scotchman, had formed a very erroneous opinion 
of Sir John. But I conceived an irresistible wish, if possible, to 
bring Dr Johnson and Mr Wilkes together. How to manage it, 
was a nice and difficult matter. 

My worthy booksellers and friends, Messieurs Dilly in the Poul- 
try, at whose hospitable and well-covered table I have seen a 
greater number of literary men than at any other, except that of 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, had invited me to meet Mr Wilkes and some 
more gentlemen, on Wednesday, May 15. “ Pray, (said I,) let 
us have Dr Johnson.”—“‘ What, with Mr Wilkes? not for the 
world, (said Mr Edward Dilly :) Dr Johnson would never forgive 
me.”—‘‘ Come (said I,) if you’ll let me negotiate for you, I will 
be answerable that all shall go well.” Ditty: “ Nay, if you will 
take it upon you, I am sure I shall be very happy to see them both 
here.” 

Notwithstanding the high veneration which I entertained for 
Dr Johnson, I was sensible that he was sometimes a little actuated 
by the spirit of contradiction, and by means of that I hoped I should 
gain my point. I was persuaded, that if I had come upon him 
with a direct proposal, “ Sir, will you dine in company with Jack 
Wilkes ?” he would have flown into a passion, and would probably 
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have answered, “‘ Dine with Jack Wilkes, Sir! I’d as soon dine 
with Jack Ketch.” I therefore, while we were sitting quietly by 
ourselves at his house in an evening, took occasion to open my plan 
thus :—* Mr Dilly, Sir, sends his respectful compliments to you, and 
would be happy if you would do him the honour to dine with him 
on Wednesday next, along with me, as I must soon go to Scotland.” 
Jounson: “ Sir, I am obliged to Mr Dilly. I will wait upon 
him Boswex : “ Provided, Sir, I suppose, that the com- 
pany which he is to have, is agreeable to you.” Jounson : “ What 
do you mean, Sir? What do you take me for? Do you think I 
am so ignorant of the world, as to imagine that I am to prescribe to 
a gentleman what company he is to have at his table?” Boswett: 
“I beg your pardon, Sir, for wishing to prevent you from meeting 
people whom you might not like. Perhaps he may have some of 
what he calls his patriotic friends with him.” Jounson: “ Well, 
Sir,and what then ? What care J for his patriotic friends ? Poh!” 
Bosweti : “ I should not be surprised to find Jack Wilkes there.” 
Jounson : “ And if Jack Wilkes s4ou/d be there, what is that to me, 
Sir? My dear friend, let us have no more of this. I am sorry to 
be angry with you; but really it is treating me strangely, to talk 
to me as if I could not meet any company whatever, occasionally.” 
Bosweii: “ Pray forgive me, Sir: I meant well. But you shall 
meet whoever comes, for me.” ‘Thus I secured him, and told Dilly 
that he would find him very well pleased to be one of his guests, 
on the day appointed. 


A Memorable Wednesday 

Upon the much-expected Wednesday, I called on him about 
half an hour before dinner, as I often did when we were to dine out 
together, to see that he was ready in time, and to accompany him. 
I found him buffeting his books, as upon a former occasion, covered 
with dust, and making no preparation for going abroad. “ How 
is this, Sir? (said I.) Don’tyou recollect that you are to dine at Mr 
Dilly’s?”’ Jounson: “ Sir, I did not think of going to Dilly’s : 
it went out of my head. I have ordered dinner at home with Mrs 
Williams.” Bosweti: ‘ But, my dear Sir, you know you were 
engaged to Mr Dilly, and I told him so. He will expect you, and 
will be much disappointed if you don’t come.”’ Jounson: “ You 
must talk to Mrs Williams about this.” 
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“A Sad Dilemma” 

Here was asad dilemma. I feared that what I was so confident 
I had secured, would yet be frustrated. He had accustomed him- 
self to shew Mrs Williams such a degree of humane attention, as 
frequently imposed some restraint upon him; and I knew that if 
she should be obstinate, he would not stir. I hastened down stairs 
to the blind lady’s room, and told her I was in great uneasiness, for 
Dr Johnson had engaged to me to dine this day at Mr Dilly’s, but 
that he had told me he had forgotten his engagement, and had 
ordered dinner at home. ‘“‘ Yes, Sir, (said she, pretty peevishly,) 
Dr Johnson is to dine at home.”—‘“* Madam (said I,) his respect 
for you is such, that I know he will not leave you, unless you abso- 
lutely desire it. But as you have so much of his company, I hope 
you will be good enough to forego it for a day, as Mr Dilly is a very 
worthy man, has frequently had agreeable parties at his house for 
Dr Johnson, and will be vexed if the Doctor neglects him to-day. 
And then, Madam, be pleased to consider my situation ; I carried 
the message, and I assured Mr Dilly that Dr Johnson was to come ; 
and no doubt he has made a dinner, and invited a company, and 
boasted of the honour he expected to have. I shall be quite dis- 
graced if the Doctor is not there.” She gradually softened to my 
solicitations, which were certainly as earnest as most entreaties to 
ladies upon any occasion, and was graciously pleased to empower 
me to tell Dr Johnson, “ That, all things considered, she thought 
he should certainly go.”’ I flew back to him, still in dust, and care- 
less of what should be the event, “ indifferent in his choice to go 
or stay’; but as soon as 1 had announced to him Mrs Williams’s 
consent, he roared, “‘ Frank, a clean shirt!”’ and was very soon 
drest. When I had him fairly seated in a hackney-coach with me, 
I exulted as much as a fortune-hunter, who has got an heiress into 
a post-chaise with him, to set out for Gretna Green. 

When we entered Mr Dilly’s drawing-room, he found himself 
in the midst of a company he did not know. I kept myself snug 
and silent, watching how he would conduct himself. I observed 
him whispering to Mr Dilly, ‘“‘ Who is that gentleman, Sir ?”— 
“Mr Arthur Lee.”—Jounson: “Too, too, too,” (under his 
breath,) which was one of his habitual mutterings. Mr Arthur 
Lee could not but be very obnoxious to Johnson, for he was not 
only a patriot, butan American. He was afterwards minister from 
the United States at the court of Madrid. “ And who is the’gentle- 
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man in lace?” “‘ Mr Wilkes, Sir.” This information confounded 
him still more ; he had some difficulty to restrain himself, and tak- 
ing up a book, sat down upon a window-seat and read, or at least 
kept his eye upon it intently for some time till he composed himself. 
His feelings, I dare say, were awkward enough. But he no doubt 
recollected his having rated me, for supposing that he could be at 
all disconcerted by any company, and he, therefore, resolutely set 
himself to behave quite as an easy man of the world, who could 
adapt himself at once to the disposition and manners of those whom 
he might chance to meet. 


“‘Dinner is upon the Table ’”’ 

The cheering sound of “ Dinner is upon the table,” dissolved his 
reverie, and we a// sat down without any symptom of ill humour. 
There were present, beside Mr Wilkes and Mr Arthur Lee, who 
was an old companion of mine, when he studied physic at Edin- 
burgh, Mr (now Sir John) Miller, Dr Lettsom, and Mr Slater the 
druggist. Mr Wilkes placed himself next to Dr Johnson, and be- 
haved to him with so much attention and politeness, that he gained 
upon him insensibly. No man eat more heartily than Johnson, or 
loved better what was nice and delicate. Mr Wilkes was very 
assiduous in helping him to some fine veal. “ Pray give me leave, 
Sir ; —It is better here—A little of the brown—Some fat, Sir—A 
little of the stuffing—Some gravy—Let me have the pleasure of 
giving you some butter—Allow me to recommend a squeeze of this 
orange ;—or the lemon, perhaps, may have more zest.”’—“ Sir, Sir, 
I am obliged to you, Sir,” cried Johnson, bowing, and turning his 
head to him with a look for some time, of “ surly virtue,” but, in 
a short while, of complacency. 


Birnam Wood 

Mr Wilkes remarked, that “ among all the bold flights of Shak- 
speare’s imagination, the boldest was making Birnam Wood march 
to Dunsinane ; creating a wood where there never was a shrub; a 
wood in Scotland! ha! ha! ha!” And he also observed, that 
“ the clannish slavery of the Highlands of Scotland was the single 
exception to Milton’s remark of ‘’The mountain Nymph, sweet 
Liberty,’ being worshipped in all hilly countries.” —“* When I was 
at Inverary (said he,) ona visit to my old friend, Archibald, Duke of 
Argyle, his dependants congratulated me on being sucha favourite 
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of his Grace. I said, ‘ It is then, gentlemen, truly lucky for me ; 
for if I had displeased the Duke, and he had wished it, there is not 
a Campbell among you but would have been ready to bring John 
Wilkes’s head to him in a charger. It would have been only 


Off with his head! So much for Aylesbury.’ 
I was then Member for Aylesbury.” 


Caledonia Again! 

Mr Arthur Lee mentioned some Scotch who had taken posses- 
sion of a barren part of America, and wondered why they should 
choose it. Jounson: “ Why, Sir, all barrenness is comparative. 
The Scotch would not know it to be barren.” Bosweti: ‘‘ Come, 
come, he is flattering the English. You have now been in Scot- 
land, Sir, and say if you did not see meat and drink enough there.” 
Jounson : “ Why yes, Sir; meat and drink enough to give the in- 
habitants sufficient strength to run away from home.” All these 
quick and lively sallies were said sportively, quite in jest, and with 
a smile, which shewed that he meant only wit. Upon this topic, 
he and Mr Wilkes could perfectly assimilate ; here was a bond of 
union between them and I was conscious that, as both of them had 
visited Caledonia, both were fully satisfied of the strange narrow 
ignorance of those who imagine that it is a land of famine. But 
they amused themselves with persevering in the old jokes. When 
I claimed a superiority for Scotland over England in one respect, 
that no man can be arrested there for a debt, merely because another 
swears it against him; but there must first be the judgment of a 
court of law ascertaining its justice ; and that a seizure of the per- 
son, before judgment is obtained, can take place only if his creditor 
should swear that he is about to fly from the country, or, as it is 
technically expressed, is iv meditatione fuge: Wiixes: “ That, I 
should think, may be safely sworn of all the Scotch nation.” Joun- 
son (to Mr Wilkes :) “‘ You must know, Sir, I lately took my friend 
Boswell, and shewed him genuine civilized life in an English pro- 
vincial town. I turned him loose at Lichfield, my native city, that 
he might see for once real civility: for you know he lives among 
savages in Scotland, and among rakes in London.” Wirxss: “ Ex- 
cept when he is with grave, sober, decent people, like you and me.” 
Jounson (smiling :) “‘ And we ashamed of him.” 

This record, though by no means so perfect as I could wish, 
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will serve to give a notion of a very curious interview, which was 
not only pleasing at the time, but had the agreeable and benignant 
effect of reconciling any animosity, and sweetening any acidity, 
which, in the various bustle of political contest, had been produced 
in the minds of two men, who, though widely different, had so 
many things in common—classical learning, modern literature, wit 
and humour, and ready repartee—that it would have been much to 
be regretted if they had been for ever at a distance from each other. 

Mr Burke gave me much credit for this successful megotiation ; 
and pleasantly said, “‘ that there was nothing equal to it in the 
whole history of the Corps Diplomatigue.” 

I attended Dr Johnson home, and had the satisfaction to hear 
him tell Mrs Williams how much he had been pleased with Mr 
Wilkes’s company, and what an agreeable day he had passed. 


A Letter to Boswell 

I wrote to Dr Johnson on the 21st of October, informing him, 
that my father had, in the most liberal manner, paid a large debt 
for me, and that I had now the happiness of being upon very good 
terms with him; to which he returned the following answer. 


“TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

** DEAR Sir, 

“I had great pleasure in hearing that you are at last on good 
terms with your father. Cultivate his kindness by all honest and 
manly means. Life is but short; no time can be afforded but for 
the indulgence of real sorrow, or contests upon questions seriously 
momentous. Let us not throw away any of our days upon useless 
resentment, or contend who shall hold out longest in stubborn 
malignity. It is best not to be angry ; and best, in the next place, 
to be quickly reconciled. May you and your father pass the re- 
mainder of your time in reciprocal benevolence ! 


** Do you ever hear from Mr Langton? _I visit him sometimes, 
but he does not talk. I do not like his scheme of life; but as lam 
not permitted to understand it, I cannot set any thing right that is 
wrong. His children are sweet babies. 

“ T hope my irreconcileable enemy, Mrs Boswell, is well. Desire 
her not to transmit her malevolence to the young people. Let me 
have Alexander, and Veronica, and Euphemia, for my friends. 
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“* Mrs Williams, whom you may reckon as one of your well- 
wishers, is in a feeble and languishing state, with little hopes of 
growing better. She went for some part of the autumn into the 
country, but is little benefited ; and Dr Lawrence confesses that his 
art is at end. Death is, however, at a distance: and what more 
than that can we say of ourselves? I am sorry for her pain, and 
more sorry for her decay. Mr Levet is sound, wind and limb. 

“‘ T was some weeks this autumn at Brighthelmstone. ‘The place 
was very dull, and I was not well; the expedition to the Hebrides 
was the most pleasant journey that I ever made. Such an effort 
annually would give the world a little diversification. 

“Every year, however, we cannot wander, and must therefore 
endeavour to spend our time at home as well as we can. I believe 
it is best to throw life into a method, that every hour may bring its 
employment, and every employment have its hour. Xenophon ob- 
serves, in his Treatise of Economy, that if every thing be kept in a 
certain place, when any thing is worn out or consumed, the vacuity 
which it leaves will shew what is wanting ; so if every part of time 
has its duty, the hour will call into remembrance its proper engage- 
ment. 

“* T have not practised all this prudence myself, but I have suffered 
much for want of it; and I would have you, by timely recollection 
and steady resolution, escape from those evils which have lain heavy 
upon me. 

“Tam, my dearest Boswell, your most humble servant, 

“ Sam. JOHNSON 

“Bott Court, Nov. 16, 1776”’ 


“‘Unsettled and perplexed ”’ 

In 1777, it appears, from his Prayers and Meditations, that John- 
son suffered much from a state of mind “‘ unsettled and perplexed,” 
and from that constitutional gloom, which, together with his ex- 
treme humility and anxiety with regard to his religious state, made 
him contemplate himself through too dark and unfavourable a 
medium. It may be said of him, that he “ saw Gop in clouds.” 
Certain we may be of his injustice to himself in the following 
lamentable paragraph, which it is painful to think came from the 
contrite heart of this great man, to whose labours the world is so 
much indebted : “ When I survey my past life, I discover nothing 
but a barren waste of time, with some disorders of body, and dis- 
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turbances of the mind, very near to madness, which I hope He that 
made me will suffer to extenuate many faults, and excuse many 
deficiencies.” But we find his devotions in this year eminently 
fervent; and we are comforted by observing intervals of quiet, 
composure, and gladness. 


The Doctor asks for News 


“TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“ Dear Sir, 

“Tt is so long since I heard any thing from you, that I am not 
easy about it; write something to me next post. When you sent 
your last letter, every thing seemed to be mending ; I hope nothing 
has lately grown worse. I suppose young Alexander continues to 
thrive, and Veronica is now very pretty company. I do not sup- 
pose the lady is yet reconciled to me, yet let her know that I love 
her very well, and value her very much. . . . 

““ Mrs Williams sends her compliments, and promises that when 
you come hither, she will accommodate you as well as ever she can 
in the old room. She wishes to know whether you sent her book 
to Sir Alexander Gordon. 

“* My dear Boswell, do not neglect to write to me, for your kind- 
ness is one of the pleasures of my life, which I should be sorry to lose 

“Tam, Sir, 
“Your humble servant, 
“ Sam. JOHNSON 

‘February 18, 1777”” 


Mrs Boswell’s Marmalade 
“ro DR SAMUEL JOHNSON 
‘‘ EDINBURGH, Feb. 24, 1777 

** Dear Sir, 

** Your letter dated the 18th instant, I had the pleasure to receive 
last post. Although my late long neglect, or rather delay, was 
truly culpable, I am tempted not to regret it, since it has produced 
me so valuable a proof of your regard. I did, indeed, during that 
inexcusable silence, sometimes divert the approaches of my own 
mind, by fancying that I should hear again from you, inquiring with 
some anxiety about me, because, for aught you knew, I might have 
been ill. 
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“* You are pleased to shew me, that my kindness is of some con- 
sequence to you. My heart is elated at the thought. Be assured, 
my dear Sir, that my affection and reverence for you are exalted and 
steady. I do not believe that a more perfect attachment ever 
existed in the history of mankind. And it is a noble attachment ; 
for the attractions are Genius, Learning, and Piety. 

“Your difficulty of breathing alarms me, and brings into my 
imagination an event, which, although in the natural course of things 
I must expect at some period, I cannot view with composure. 


“* My wife is much honoured by what you say of her. She begs 
you may accept of her best compliments. She is to send you some 
marmalade of oranges, of her own making. 

“‘T ever am, my dear Sir, your most obliged 

“ And faithful humble servant, 


“James BoswELL”’ 


Not ‘‘ Johnston” 
‘TQ JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“* Dear Sir, 

“‘T have been much pleased with your late letter, and am glad 
that my old enemy, Mrs Boswell, begins to feel some remorse. As 
to Miss Veronica’s Scotch, I think it cannot be helped. An English 
maid you might easily have ; but she would still imitate the greater 
number, as they would be likewise those whom she must most 
respect. Her dialect willnot be gross. Her mamma has not much 
Scotch, and you have yourself very little. I hope she knows my 
name, and does not call me Fohmston. 

“It is proposed to augment our club from twenty to thirty, of 
which I am glad ; for as we have several in it whom I do not much 
like to consort with, I am for reducing it to a mere miscellaneous 
collection of conspicuous men, without any determinate character. 

: ‘ : ‘ ‘ . 
“ T am, dear Sir, 
“ Most affectionately yours, 


“ SaM. JOHNSON 
“March 14, 1777 


“ My respects to Madam, to Veronica, to Alexander, to Euphemia, 
to David.” 
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“TO DR SAMUEL JOHNSON 


“‘GLascow, April 24, 18 

“ My pear Sir, ri scesrg gt 

“Our worthy friend Thrale’s death having appeared in the 
newspapers, and been afterwards contradicted, I have been placed in 
a state of very uneasy uncertainty, from which I hoped to be relieved 
by you: but my hopes have as yet been in vain. How could you 
omit to write to me on such an occasion. I shall wait with anxiety. 

““T am going to Auchinleck to stay a fortnight with my father. 
It is better not to be there very long at one time. But frequent 
renewals of attention are agreeable to him. 

“* Pray tell me about this edition of Te English Poets, with a 
preface, biographical and critical, to each Author, by Samuel Fohn- 
son, LL.D. which I see advertised. I am delighted with the pros- 
pect of it. Indeed I am happy to feel that I am capable of being 
so much delighted with literature. But is not the charm of this 
publication chiefly owing to the magnum nomen in the front of it? 

“What do you say of Lord Chesterfield’s Memoirs and last 
Letters ? 

““ My wife has made marmalade of oranges for you. I left her 
and my daughters and Alexander all well yesterday. I have taught 
Veronica to speak of you thus: Dr Johnsom, not Johnston. 

“| remain, my dear Sir, 
“* Your most affectionate 
** And obliged humble servant, 
‘James BosweEL ” 


Reported Death of Mr Thrale 
‘* 7O JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

* Dear Sir, 

* The story of Mr Thrale’s death, as he had neither been sick 
nor in any other danger, made so little impression upon me, that | 
never thought about obviating its effects on any body else. It is 
supposed to have been produced by the English custom of making 
April fools, that is, of sending one another on some foolish errand 
on the first of April. 

“Tell Mrs Boswell that I shall taste her marmalade cautiously 
at first. Beware, says the Italian proverb, of a reconciled enemy. 
But when I find it does me no harm, I shall then receive it and be 
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thankful for it, as a pledge of firm, and, I hope, of unalterable kind- 
ness. She is, after all, a dear, dear lady. 

“¢ Please to return Dr Blair thanks for his sermons. The Scotch 
write English wonderfully well... . 

“ Your frequent visits to Auchinleck, and your short stay there, are 
very laudable and very judicious. Your present concord with your 
father gives me great pleasure ; it was all that you seemed to want. 

‘* My health is very bad, and my nights are very unquiet. What 
can Ido to mend them? I have for this summer nothing better in 
prospect than a journey into Staffordshire and Derbyshire, perhaps 
with Oxford and Birmingham in my way. 

“‘ Make my compliments to Miss Veronica; I must leave it to 
her philosophy to comfort you for the loss of little David. You 
must remember that to keep three out of four is more than your 
share. Mrs ’Thrale has but four out of eleven. 

“‘ T am engaged to write little Lives and little Prefaces to a little 
edition of the English Poets. I think I have persuaded the book- 
sellers to insert something of Thomson ; and if you could give me 
some information about him, for the life which we have is very 
scanty, I should be glad. 

“7 am, dear Sir, 
‘“* Your most affectionate humble servant, 
“ SaM. JOHNSON 
“May 3, 1777” 


“The Lives of the English Poets ’”’ 

To those who delight in tracing the progress of works of litera- 
ture, it will be an entertainment to compare the limited design with 
the ample execution of that admirable performance, The Lives of 
the English Poets, which is the richest, most beautiful, and indeed 
most perfect, production of Johnson’s pen. His notion of it at 
this time appears in the preceding letter. He has a memorandum 
in this year, “29 May, Easter eve, I treated with booksellers on a 
bargain, but the time was not long.” ‘The bargain was concerning 
that undertaking ; but his tender conscience seems alarmed, lest it 
should have intruded too much on his devout preparation for the 
solemnity of the ensuing day. But, indeed, very little time was 
necessary for Johnson’s concluding a treaty with the booksellers ; 
as he had, I believe, less attention to profit from his labours than 
any man to whom literature has been a profession. 
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“DR JOHNSON TO MRS BOSWELL 

** Mapam, 

“Though I am well enough pleased with the taste of sweet- 
meats, very little of the pleasure which I received at the arrival of 
your jar of marmalade arose from eating it. I received it as a token 
of friendship, as a proof of reconciliation, things much sweeter than 
sweetmeats, and upon this consideration I return you, dear madam, 
my sincerest thanks. By having your kindness I think I have a 
double security for the continuance of Mr Boswell’s, which it is 
not to be expected that any man can long keep, when the influence 
of a lady so highly and so justly valued operates against him. Mr 
Boswell will tell you that I was always faithful to your interest, and 
always endeavoured to exalt you in his estimation. You must now 
do the same forme. We must all help one another, and you must 
now consider me as, dear Madam, 

“Your most obliged, 
** And most humble servant, 


oe 
« July 22, 1777” Sam. JOHNSON 


Johnson at Ashbourne 
“TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“© Dear Sir, 

“TI am this day come to Ashbourne, and have only to tell you, 
that Dr Taylor says you shall be welcome to him, and you know 
how welcome you will be to me. Make haste to let me know 
when you may be expected. 

** Make my compliments to Mrs Boswell, and tell her, I hope 
we shall be at variance no more. 

“TI am, dear Sir, 
“Your most humble servant, 


“ ** SaM. JOHNSON 
** Aug. 30, 1777 J 


Boswell joins the Doctor at Ashbourne 
On Sunday evening, Sept. 14, I arrived at Ashbourne, and drove 
directly up to Dr Taylor’s door. Dr Johnson and he appeared 
before I had got out of the post-chaise, and welcomed me cordially. 
I told them that I had travelled all the preceding night, and gone 
to bed at Leek in Staffordshire; and that when I rose to go to church 
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in the afternoon, I was informed there had been an earthquake, of 
which, it seems, the shock had been felt in some degree at Ash- 
bourne. Jounson: “ Sir, it will be much exaggerated in popular 
talk: for, in the first place, the common people do not accurately 
adapt their thoughts to the objects; nor, secondly, do they accu- 
rately adapt their words to their thoughts : they do not mean to lie ; 
but, taking no pains to be exact, they give you very false accounts. 
A great part of their language is proverbial. If any thing rocks at 
all, they say it rocks like a cradle; and in this way they go on.” 


“Journey to the Western Islands ”’ 

On Monday, September 15, Dr Johnson observed that every 
body commended such parts of his Fourney to the Western Islands 
as were in their own way. “ For instance (said he,) Mr Jackson 
(the all-knowing) told me there was more good sense upon trade 
in it, than he should hear in the House of Commons in a year, 
except from Burke. Jones commended the part which treats of 
language ; Burke that which describes the inhabitants of moun- 
tainous countries.” 

After breakfast, Johnson carried me to see the garden belonging 
to the school of Ashbourne, which is very prettily formed upon a 
bank, rising gradually behind the house. The Reverend Mr 
Langley, the head-master, accompanied us. 


‘“* A Tremendous Companion”’ 

We had with us at dinner several of Dr Taylor’s neighbours, 
good civil gentlemen, who seemed to understand Dr Johnson very 
well, and not to consider him in the light that a certain person did, 
who being struck, or rather stunned, by his voice and manner, 
when he was afterwards asked what he thought of him, answered, 
“‘ He’s a tremendous companion.” 


Large Cattle and a Loud Voice 

‘Tuesday, September 16, Dr Johnson having mentioned to me 
the extraordinary size and price of some cattle reared by Dr Taylor, 
I rode out with our host, surveyed his farm, and was shewn one 
cow which he had sold for a hundred and twenty guineas, and 
another for which he had been offered a hundred and thirty. Tay- 
lor thus described to me his old school-fellow and friend, Johnson : 
“‘ He is a man of a very clear head, great power of words, and a 
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very gay imagination ; but there is no disputing with him. He 
will not hear you, and having a louder voice than you, must roar 
you down.” 


Of Biography 
On Wednesday, September 17, Dr Butter, physician at Derby, 
drank tea with us ; and it was settled that Dr Johnson and I should 
go on Friday and dine with him. Johnson said, “ I’m glad of 
this.” He seemed weary of the uniformity of life at Dr Taylor’s. 
_ Talking of biography, I said in writing a life, a man’s peculiari- 
ties should be mentioned, because they mark his character. Joun- 
son: “Sir, there is no doubt as to peculiarities: the question is, 
whether a man’s vices should be mentioned ; for instance, whether 
it should be mentioned that Addison and Parnell drank too freely ; 
for people will, probably, more easily indulge in drinking from know- 
ing this; so that more ill may be done by the example, than good 
by telling the whole truth.” Here was an instance of his varying 
from himself in talk ; for when Lord Hailes and he sat one morn- 
ing calmly conversing in my house at Edinburgh, I well remember 
that Dr Johnson maintained, that “ Ifa man is to write 4 Panegyric, 
he may keep vices out of sight ; but if he professes to write 4 Life, 
he must represent it really as it was”: and when I objected to the 
danger of telling that Parnell drank to excess, he said, that “ it 
would produce an instructive caution to avoid drinking, when it 
was seen that even the learning and genius of Parnell could be de- 
based by it.” And in the Hebrides he maintained, as appears from 
my Yourna/, that a man’s intimate friend should mention his faults, 
if he writes his life. 


Johnson’s Birthday 

Thursday, September 18. Last night, Dr Johnson had pro- 
posed that the crystal lustre, or chandelier, in Dr Taylor’s large 
room, should be lighted up some time or other. ‘Taylor said, it 
should be lighted up next night. “ That will do very well, (said 
I,) for it is Dr Johnson’s birth-day.” When we were in the Isle 
of Sky, Johnson had desired me not to mention his birth-day. He 
did not seem pleased at this time that I mentioned it, and said (some- 
what sternly) “ he would zor have the lustre lighted the next day.” 

Some ladies, who had been present yesterday when I mentioned 
his birth-day, came to dinner to-day, and plagued him uninten- 
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tionally, by wishing him joy. I know not why he disliked having 
his birth-day mentioned, unless it were that it reminded him of his 
approaching nearer to death, of which he had a constant dread. 


Poetic Style 

He observed, that a gentleman of eminence in literature had got 
into a bad style of Poetry of late. “* He puts (said he) a very com- 
mon thing in a strange dress till he does not know it himself, and 
thinks other people do not know it.” Bosweti: “ That is owing 
to his being so much versant in old English poetry.” Jounson : 
“What is that to the purpose, Sir? If I say a man is drunk, and 
you tell me it is owing to his taking much drink, the matter is 
not mended. No, Sir, has taken to an odd mode. For 
example; he’d write thus ; 


Hermit hoar, in solemn cell, 
Wearing out life’s evening gray. 
Gray evening 1s common enough ; but evening gray he'd think fine. 
—Stay ;—we’ll make out the stanza : 
Hermit hoar, in solemn cell, 
Wearing out life’s evening gray : 
Smite thy bosom, sage, and tell, 
What is bliss ? and which the way ?” 
Boswett : “‘ But why smite his bosom, Sir?” Jounson: “* Why 
to shew he was in earnest ” (smiling.)—He at an after period added 
the following stanza : 
‘‘ Thus I spoke; and speaking sigh’d ; 
—Scarce repress’d the starting tear ;— 
When the smiling sage reply’d— 
Come, my lad, and drink some beer.”’ 
I cannot help thinking the first stanza very good solemn poetry, as 
also the first three lines of the second. Its last line is an excellent 
burlesque surprise on gloomy sentimental inquirers. And, per- 
haps, the advice is as good as can be given to a low-spirited dissatis- 
fied being :—‘‘ Don’t trouble your head with sickly thinking : take 
a cup, and be merry.” 


A Visit to Derby 
Friday, September 19, after breakfast, Johnson and I set out in 
Dr Taylor’s chaise to go to Derby. ‘The day was fine, and we 
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resolved to go by Keddlestone, the seat of Lord Scarsdale, that I 
might see his Lordship’s fine house. I was struck with the mag- 
nificence of the building ; and the extensive park, with the finest 
verdure, covered with deer, and cattle, and sheep, delighted me. 
The number of old oaks, of an immense size, filled me with a sort 
of respectful admiration : for one of them, £60 was offered. The 
excellent smooth gravel roads ; the large piece of water, formed by 
his Lordship from some small brooks, with a handsome barge upon 
it; the venerable Gothic church, now the family chapel, just by 
the house ; in short, the grand group of objects agitated and dis- 
tended my mind in a most agreeable manner. ‘“ One should think 
(said I) that the proprietor of all this must be happy.” —‘‘ Nay, Sir 
(said Johnson,) all this excludes but one evil—poverty.” 

When we arrived at Derby, Dr Butter accompanied us to see 
the manufactory of china there. J admired the ingenuity and deli- 
cate art with which a man fashioned clay into a cup, a saucer, or a 
tea-pot, while a boy turned round a wheel to give the mass rotundity. 
I thought this as excellent in its species of power, as making good 
verses in its species. Yet I had no respect for this potter. Neither, 
indeed, has a man of any extent of thinking for a mere verse-maker, 
in whose numbers, however perfect, there is no poetry, no mind. 
The china was beautiful, but Dr Johnson justly observed it was too 
dear; for that he could have vessels of silver, of the same size, as 
cheap as what were here made of porcelain. 


The Art of Shaving 

I felt a pleasure in walking about Derby, such as I always have in 
walking about any town to which I am not accustomed. There 
is an immediate sensation of novelty; and one speculates on the 
way in which life is passed in it, which, although there is a sameness 
every where upon the whole, is yet minutely diversified. The 
minute diversities in every thing are wonderful. ‘Talking of shav- 
ing, the other night at Dr Taylor’s, Dr Johnson said, “ Sir, of a 
thousand shavers, two do not shave so much alike as not to be dis- 
tinguished.” I thought this not possible, till he specified so many 
of the varieties in shaving ;—holding the razor more or less perpen- 
dicular ;—drawing long or short strokes ;—beginning at the upper 
part of the face, or the under—at the right side or the left side. 
Indeed, when one considers what variety of sounds can be uttered 
by the wind-pipe, in the compass of a very small aperture, we may 


Igo THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1777 


be convinced how many degrees of difference there may be in the 
application of a razor. 

Dr Johnson told us at tea that Goldsmith was a plant that 
flowered late. ‘There appeared nothing remarkable about him 
when he was young; though when he had got high in fame, one 
of his friends began to recollect something of his being distinguished 
at College. Goldsmith in the same manner recollected more of 
that friend’s early years, as he grew a greater man. 


Early Rising 

I talked of the difficulty of rising in the morning. Dr Johnson 
told me, “‘ that the learned Mrs Carter, at that period when she 
was eager in study, did not awake as early as she wished, and she 
therefore had a contrivance, that, at a certain hour, her chamber- 
light should burn a string, to which a heavy weight was suspended, 
which then fell with a strong sudden noise: this roused her from 
her sleep, and then she had no difficulty in getting up.” But I 
said that was my difficulty ; and wished there could be some medi- 
cine invented which would make one rise without pain, which I 
never did, unless after lying in bed a very longtime. Perhaps there 
may be something in the stores of Nature which could do this. I 
have thought of a pulley to raise me gradually; but that would 
give me pain, as it would counteract my internal inclination. I 
would have something that can dissipate the wis inertie, and give 
elasticity to the muscles. As I imagine that the human body may 
be put, by the operation of other substances, into any state in which 
it has ever been ; and as I have experienced a state in which rising 
from bed was not disagreeable, but easy, nay, sometimes agreeable ; 
I suppose that this state may be produced, if we knew by what. 
We can heat the body, we can cool it; we can give it tension or 
relaxation ; and surely it is possible to bring it into a state in which 
rising from bed will not be a pain. 

Johnson observed, that “‘ a man should take a sufficient quantity 
of sleep, which Dr Mead says is between seven and nine hours.” 
I told him that Dr Cullen said to me, that a man should not take 
more sleep than he can take at once. Jounson: “ This rule, Sir, 
cannot hold in all cases; for many people have their sleep broken 
by sickness ; and surely, Cullen would not have a man to get up, 
after having slept but an hour. Such a regimen would soon end 
in a long sleep.’ Dr Taylor remarked, I think very justly, that “a 
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man who does not feel an inclination to sleep at the ordinary times, 
instead of being stronger than other people, must not be well; 
for a man in health has all the natural inclinations to eat, drink, and 
sleep in a strong degree.” 

On Saturday, September 20, after breakfast, when Taylor was 
gone out to his farm, Dr Johnson and I had a serious conversa- 
tion, by ourselves, on melancholy and madness; which he was, I 
always thought, erroneously inclined to confound together. Melan- 
choly, like “ great wit,’ may be “ near allied to madness”; but 
there is, in my opinion, a distinct separation between them. When 
he talked of madness, he was to be understood as speaking of those 
who were in any great degree disturbed, or, as it is commonly ex- 
pressed, “ troubled in mind.” Some of the ancient philosophers 
held, that all deviations from right reason were madness; and who 
ever wishes to see the opinions both of ancients and moderns upon 
this subject, collected and illustrated with a variety of curious facts, 
may read Dr Arnold’s very entertaining work. 

On Sunday, September 21, I mentioned to Johnson a respectable 
person, of a very strong mind, who had little of that tenderness 
which is common to human nature ; as an instance of which, when 
I suggested to him that he should invite his son, who had been 
settled ten years in foreign parts, to come home and pay him a visit, 
his answer was, “‘ No, no, let him mind his business.”” JoHNsON : 
“I do not agree with him, Sir, in this. Getting money is not all 
a man’s business: to cultivate kindness is a valuable part of the 
business of life.” 


Success and Failure 

On Monday, September 22, talking of the danger of being morti- 
fied by rejection, when making approaches to the acquaintance of 
the great, I observed, “I am, however, generally for trying, 
* Nothing venture, nothing have.’”’ Jonson: “ Very true, Sir ; 
but I have always been more afraid of failing, than hopeful of suc- 
cess.” And, indeed, though we had all just respect for rank, no 
man ever less courted the favour of the great. 


Reading and Remembering 

Dr Johnson advised me to-day, to have as many books about me 
as I could; that I might read upon any subject upon which I had 
a desire for instruction at the time. “‘ What you read shez, (said 
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he,) you will remember ; but if you have not a book immediately 
ready, and the subject moulds in your mind, it is a chance if you 
have again a desire to study it.” He added, “ If a man never has 
an eager desire for instruction, he should prescribe a task for him- 
self. But itis better when a man reads from immediate inclination.” 

He told me, that Bacon was a favourite author with him; but 
he had never read his works till he was compiling the Exg/ish Dic- 
tionary, in which he said, I might see Bacon very often quoted. Mr 
Seward recollects his having mentioned, thata Dictionary of the Eng- 
lish Language might be compiled from Bacon’s writings alone, and 
that he had once an intention of giving an edition of Bacon, at least 
of his English works, and writing the Life of that great man. Had 
he executed this intention, there can be no doubt that he would have 
done it in a most masterly manner. Mallet’s Life of Bacon has no 
inconsiderable merit as an acute and elegant dissertation relative to 
its subject; but Mallet’s mind was not comprehensive enough to 
embrace the vast extent of Lord Verulam’s genius and research. Dr 
Warburton, therefore observed, with witty justness, “ that Mallet in 
his Life of Bacon had forgotten that he wasa philosopher; and if he 
should write the Life of the Duke of Marlborough, which he had 
undertaken to do, he would probably forget that he was a General.” 

On Tuesday, September 23, Johnson was remarkably cordial to 
me. It being necessary for me to return to Scotland soon, I had 
fixed on the next day for my setting out, and I felt a tender concern 
at the thought of parting with him. He had, at this time, frankly 
communicated to me many particulars, which are inserted in this 
work in their proper places; and once, when I happened to men- 
tion that the expense of my jaunt would come to much more than 
I had computed, he said, “* Why, Sir, if the expense were to be an 
inconvenience, you would have reason to regret it: but, if you 
have had the money to spend, I know not that you could have pur- 
chased as much pleasure with it in any other way.” 

During this interview at Ashbourne, Johnson and I frequently 
talked with wonderful pleasure of mere trifles which had occurred 
in our tour to the Hebrides ; for it had left a most agreeable and 
lasting impression upon his mind. 


Colloquialisms 
He found fault with me for using the phrase to make money. 
‘“ Don’t you see (said he) the impropriety of it? To sake money 
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is to coin it; you should say get money.” ‘The phrase, however, 
is, I think, pretty current. But Johnson was at all times jealous of 
infractions upon the genuine English Language, and prompt to 
repress colloquial barbarisms ; such as pledging myself, for under- 
taking ; line, for department, or branch, as, the civil line, the banking 
fine. He was particularly indignant against the almost universal 
use of the word idea in the sense of motion or opinion, when it is 
clear that idea can only signify something of which an image can be 
formed in the mind. We may have an idea or image of a moun- 
tain, a tree, a building ; but we cannot surely have an idea or image 
of an argument or proposition. Yet we hear the sages of the law 
“delivering their ideas upon the question under consideration ” ; 
and the first speakers in Parliament “‘ entirely coinciding in the idea 
which has been ably stated by an honourable member ” ;—or “ re- 
probating an idea unconstitutional, and fraught with the most 
dangerous consequences to a great and free country.” Johnson 
called this “ modern cant.” 

I perceived that he pronounced the word 4eard, as if spelt, with 
a double e, Aeerd, instead of sounding it 4erd, as is most usually 
done. He said, his reason was, that if it were pronounced 4erd, 
there would be a single exception from the English pronunciation 
of the syllable ear, and he thought it better not to have thatexception. 


Johnson’s Liberality 

On Friday, March 20 [1778], I found him at his own house, sit- 
ting with Mrs Williams, and was informed that the room formerly 
allotted to me was now appropriated to a charitable purpose ; Mrs 
Desmoulins, and I think her daughter, and a Miss Carmichael, 
being all lodged in it. Such was his humanity, and such his gene- 
rosity, that Mrs Desmoulins herself told me, he allowed her half 
a guinea a week. Let it be remembered, that this was above a 
twelfth part of his pension. 

His liberality, indeed, was at all periods of his life very remark- 
able. Mr Howard, of Lichfield, at whose father’s house Johnson 
had in his early years been kindly received, told me, that when he 
was a boy at the Charter-house, his father wrote to him to go and 
pay a visit to Mr Samuel Johnson, which he accordingly did, and 
found him in an upper room, of poor appearance. Johnson re- 
ceived him with much courteousness, and talked a great deal to 
him, as to a schoolboy, of the course of his education, and other 
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particulars. When he afterwards came to know and understand 
the high character of this great man, he recollected his condescen- 
sion with wonder. He added, that when he was going away, 
Mr Johnson presented him with half a guinea; and this, said 
Mr Howard, was at a time when he probably had not another. 


At Streatham 

He returned next day to Streatham, to Mr Thrale’s; where, as 
Mr Strahan once complained to me, “‘ he was in a great measure ab- 
sorbed from the society of his old friends.” I was kept in London 
by business, and wrote to him on the 27th, “that a separation from 
him for a week, when we were so near, was equal toa separation for 
a year, when we were at four hundred miles distance.” I went to 
Streatham on Monday, March 30. Before he appeared, Mrs Thrale 
made a very characteristical remark ;—“ I do not know for certain 
what will please Dr Johnson: but I know for certain that it will 
displease him to praise any thing, even what he likes, extravagantly.” 

‘Thomas 4 Kempis (he observed) must be a good book, as the 
world has opened its arms to receive it. It is said to have been 
printed, in one language or other, as many times as there have 
been months since it first came out. I always was struck with 
this sentence in it: ‘“‘ Be not angry that you cannot make others 
as you wish them to be, since you cannot make yourself as you 
wish to be.” 


Of Truthfulness 


Next morning, while we were at breakfast, Johnson gave a very 
earnest recommendation of what he himself practised with the ut- 
most conscientiousness : I mean a strict attention to truth, even in 
the most minute particulars. ‘‘ Accustom your children (said he) 
constantly to this; if a thing happened at one window, and they, 
when relating it, say that it happened at another, do not let it pass, 
but instantly check them ; you do not know where deviation from 
truth willend.” Bosweti: “ It may come to the door : and when 
once an account is at all varied in one circumstance, it may by de- 
grees be varied so as to be totally different from what really hap- 
pened.” Our lively hostess, whose fancy was impatient of the rein, 
fidgeted at this, and ventured to say, “‘ Nay, this is too much. If 
Mr Johnson should forbid me to drink tea, I would comply, as I 
should feel the restraint only twice a day; but little variations in 
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narrative must happen a thousand times a day, if one is not per- 
petually watching.” Jounson: ‘“‘ Well, Madam, and you ougér to 
be perpetually watching. It is more from carelessness about truth 
— from intentional lying, that there is so much falsehood in the 
world.” 

He said, “ John Wesley’s conversation is good, but he is never 
at leisure. He is always obliged to go at a certain hour. This is 
very disagreeable to a man who loves to fold his legs and have out 
his talk, as I do.” 


Good Company 

On Friday, April 3, I dined with him in London, in a company 
where were present several eminent men, whom I shall not name, 
but distinguish their parts in the conversation by different letters. 

F. “I have been looking at this famous antique marble dog of 
Mr Jennings, valued at a thousand guineas, said to be Alcibiades’s 
dog.” Jounson: ‘ His tail then must be docked. That was the 
mark of Alcibiades’s dog.” E. ‘“‘ A thousand guineas! The repre- 
sentation of no animal whatever is worth so much. At this rate a 
dead dog would indeed be better than a living lion.” Jonnson : 
“* Sir, it is not the worth of the thing, but of the skill in forming it, 
which is so highly estimated. Every thing that enlarges the sphere 
of human powers, that shews man he can do what he thought he 
could not do, is valuable. The first man who balanced a straw 
upon his nose ; Johnson, who rode upon three horses at a time ; in 
short, all such men deserved the applause of mankind, not on ac- 
count of the use of what they did, but of the dexterity which they 
exhibited.” Boswreti: “ Yet a misapplication of time and assi- 
duity is not to be encouraged. Addison, in one of his Spectators 
commends the judgment of a king, who as a suitable reward to a 
man that by long perseverance had attained to the art of throwing a 
barley-corn through the eye of a needle, gave him a bushel of bar- 
ley.” Jounson: “ He must have been a king of Scotland, where 
barley is scarce.” F. “‘ One of the most remarkable antique figures 
of an animal is the boar at Florence.” Jounson: “ The first boar 
that is well made in marble, should be preserved as a wonder. 
When men arrive at a facility of making boars well, then the work- 
manship is not of such value, but they should however be preserved 
as examples, and as a greater security for the restoration of the art, 


should it be lost,” 
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Parliamentary Speeches 

R. “ Mr E. I don’t mean to flatter, but when posterity reads one 
of your speeches in Parliament, it will be difficult to believe that 
you took so much pains, knowing with certainty that it could pro- 
duce no effect, that not one vote would be gained by it.” E. 
“‘ Waiving your compliment to me, I shall say in general, that it 
is very well worth while for a man to take pains to speak well in 
Parliament. A man, who has vanity, speaks to display his talents ; 
and if a man speaks well he gradually establishes a certain reputa- 
tion and consequence in the general opinion, which sooner or later 
will have its political reward. Besides, though not one vote is 
gained, a good speech has its effect. ‘Though an act which has 
been ably opposed passes into a law, yet in its progress it is modelled, 
it is softened in such a manner, that we see plainly the Minister has 
been told, and the members attached to him are so sensible of its 
injustice or absurdity from what they have heard, that it must be 
altered.” Jounson: “ And, Sir, there is a gratification of pride. 
Though we cannot out-vote them, we will out-argue them. ‘They 
shall not do wrong without its being shewn, both to themselves and 
to the world.” E. “‘’The House of Commons is a mixed body, (I 
except the minority, which I hold to be pure [smiling,] but I take 
the whole House). It is a mass by no means pure; but neither is 
it wholly corrupt, though there is a large proportion of corruption in 
it. There are many honest, well-meaning country gentlemen who 
are in Parliament only to keep up the consequence of their families. 
Upon most of these a good speech will have influence.” JoHNson : 
“ We are all, more or less, governed by interest. But interest will 
not make us do every thing. Ina case which admits of doubt, we 
try to think on the side which is for our interest, and generally 
bring ourselves to act accordingly. But the subject must admit 
of diversity of colouring; it must receive a colour on that side. 
In the House of Commons there are members enough who will 
not vote what is grossly unjust or absurd. No, Sir, there must 
always be right enough, or appearance of right, to keep wrong in 
countenance.” Boswert: “There is surely always a majority 
in Parliament who have places, or who want to have them, and 
who therefore will be generally ready to support government 
without requiring any pretext.” 
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Sir Godfrey’s Way 

E. “ From the experience which I have had,—and I have had 
a great deal,—I have learnt to think des/er of mankind.” Joun- 
son: “‘ From my experience I have found them worse in commer- 
cial dealings, more disposed to cheat, than I had any notion of ; but 
more disposed to do one another good than I had conceived.” J. 
“Less just and more beneficent.” Jounson: “ And really it is 
wonderful, considering how much attention is necessary for men to 
take care of themselves, and ward off immediate evils which press 
upon them, it is wonderful how much they do for others. As it is 
said of the greatest liar, that he tells more truth than falsehood ; so 
it may be said of the worst man, that he does more good than evil.” 
Bosweti: “ Perhaps from experience men may be found 4appier 
than we suppose.” Jounson : “ No, Sir; the more we inquire we 
shall find men less happy.” P. “ As to thinking better or worse of 
mankind from experience, some cunning people will not be satis- 
fied unless they have put men to the test, as they think. ‘There is 
a very good story told of Sir Godfrey Kneller, in his character of a 
justice of the peace. A gentleman brought his servant before him, 
upon an accusation of having stolen some money from him; but it 
having come out that he had laid it purposely in the servant’s way, in 
order to try his honesty, Sir Godfrey sent the master to prison.” 
Jounson : “ To resist temptation once, is not a sufficient proof of 
honesty. Ifa servant, indeed, were to resist the continued tempta- 
tion of silver lying in a window, as some people let it lie, when he 
is sure his master does not know how much there is of it, he would 
give a strong proof of honesty. But this is a proof to which you 
have no right to puta man. You know, humanly speaking, there 
is a certain degree of temptation, which will overcome any virtue. 
Now, in so far as you approach temptation to a man, you do him 
an injury; and, if he is overcome, you share his guilt.” P. “‘ And, 
when once overcome, itis easier for him to be got the better of again.” 
Boswett: “ Yes, you are his seducer; you have debauched him. I 
have known a man resolved to put friendship to the test, by asking a 
friend to lend him money, merely with that view, when he did not 
want it.” Jounson: ‘“ That is very wrong, Sir. Your friend may 
be a narrow man,and yet have many good qualities: narrowness may 
be his only fault. Now youare trying his general character asa friend, 
by one particular singly, in which he happens to be defective, when, 
in truth, his character is composed of many particulars.” 
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Johnson tries Knotting 

On Tuesday, April 7, I breakfasted with him at his house. - He 
said, “‘ nobody was content.” I mentioned to him a respectable 
person in Scotland whom he knew; and I asserted, that I really 
believed he was always content. Jounson: “ No, Sir, he is not 
content with the present; he has always some new scheme, some 
new plantation, something which is future. You know he was not 
content as a widower; for he married again.” Boswrii: “ But 
he is not restless.” Jounson: “ Sir, he is only locally at rest. A 
chemist is locally at rest; but his mind is hard at work. ‘This 
gentleman has done with external exertions. It is too late for him 
to engage in distant projects.” Boswrti: “‘ He seems to amuse 
himself quite well; to have his attention fixed, and his tranquillity 
preserved by very small matters. I have tried this; but it would 
not do with me.” Jounson: (laughing,) ‘“‘ No, Sir; it must be 
born with a man to be contented to take up with little things. 
Women have a great advantage that they may take up with little 
things, without disgracing themselves ; a man cannot, except with 
fiddling. Had I learnt to fiddle, I should have done nothing else.” 
Bosweit: “ Pray, Sir, did you ever play on any musical instru- 
ment?” Jounson: “‘ No, Sir. Ionce bought mea flagelet ; but 
I never made outa tune.” Boswei: “ A flagelet, Sir !—so small 
an instrument? I should have liked to hear you play on the violon- 
cello. Tatshould have been your instrument.” Jounson: “Sir, I 
might as well have played on the violoncello as another; but I should 
havedonenothingelse. No, Sir; aman would never undertake great 
things, could he be amused with small. I once tried knotting. 
Dempster’s sister undertook to teach me; but I could not learn it.” 
Bosweti: “So, Sir; it will be related in pompous narrative, ‘Once 
for hisamusement he tried knotting; nor did this Hercules disdain the 
distaff”? Jounson: “ Knitting of stockings is a good amusement. 
As a freeman of Aberdeen I should be a knitter of stockings.” He 
asked me to go down with himand dine at Mr Thrale’s at Streatham, 
to which Iagreed. I had lent him 4” Account of Scotland,in 1702, 
written by a man of various inquiry,an English Chaplain toa regiment 
stationed there. Jounson: “It is sad stuff, Sir, miserably written, as 
books in general then were. ‘There is now an elegance of style uni- 
versally diffused. No man now writes so ill as Martin’s Account of 
the Hebrides is written. A man could not write so ill, if he should 
try. Seta merchant’s clerk now, to write, and he’ll do better.” 
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Talk and Talkers 


I mentioned to him that I had become very weary in a company 
where I heard not a single intellectual sentence, except that “a man 
who had been settled ten years in Minorca was become a much 
inferior man to what he was in London, because a man’s mind 
grows narrow in a narrow place.” Jounson: “ A man’s mind 
grows narrow in a narrow place, whose mind is enlarged only be- 
cause he has lived in a large place: but what is got by books and 
thinking is preserved in a narrow place as well as in a large place. 
A man cannot know modes of life as well in Minorca as in London ; 
but he may study mathematics as well in Minorca.” Boswet : 
“I don’t know, Sir: if you had remained ten years in the Isle of 
Col, you would not have been the man you now are.”’ JoHNsON : 
“ Yes, Sir, if I had been there from fifteen to twenty-five ; but not 
if from twenty-five to thirty-five.” Bosweii: “ I own, Sir, the 
spirits which I have in London make me do every thing with more 
readiness and vigour. I can talk twice as much in London as any 
where else.” 

Of Goldsmith, he said, ‘‘ He was not an agreeable companion, 
for he talked always for fame. A man who does so, never can be 
pleasing. ‘The man who talks to unburthen his mind, is the man 
to delight you. Aneminent friend of ours is not so agreeable as the 
variety of his knowledge would otherwise make him, because he 
talks partly from ostentation.” 

Soon after our arrival at Thrale’s, I heard one of the maids calling 
eagerly on another to go to Dr Johnson. I wondered what this 
could mean. I afterwards learnt, that it was to give her a Bible, 
which he had brought from London as a present to her. 

At dinner Mrs Thrale expressed a wish to go and see Scotland. 
Jounson : “ Seeing Scotland, Madam, is only seeing a worse Eng- 
land. It is seeing the flower gradually fade away to the naked 
stalk. Seeing the Hebrides, indeed, is seeing quite a different 
scene.” 


Goldsmith’s Poetry 

On Thursday, April 9, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, 
with the Bishop of St Asaph, (Dr Shipley,) Mr Allan Ramsay, Mr 
Gibbon, Mr Cambridge, and Mr Langton. Boswetr: “ How 
hard is it that man can never be at rest.” Ramsay: “ It is not 
in his nature to be at rest. When he is at rest, he is in the worst 
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state that he can be in; for he has nothing to agitate him. He 
is then like the man in the Irish song, 


‘ There liv’d a young man in Ballinacrazy, 
Who wanted a wife for to make him unaisy.’” 


Goldsmith being mentioned, Johnson observed, that it was long 
before his merit came to be acknowledged : that he once complained 
to him, in ludicrous terms of distress, ““ Whenever I write any thing, 
the public make @ point to know nothing about it”: but that his 
Traveller brought him into high reputation. Lancron: “ ‘There 
is not one bad line in that poem ; no one of Dryden’s careless verses.” 
Sir Josuua: “ I was glad to hear Charles Fox say, it was one of the 
finest poems in the English language.” Lancron: ‘‘ Why were 
you glad? You surely had no doubt of this before.” JouNson : 
“No; the merit of The Traveller is so well established, that Mr 
Fox’s praise cannot augment it, nor his censure diminish it.” Sir 
Josuua: “ But his friends may suspect they had too great a par- 
tiality for him.” Jounson: “ Nay, Sir, the partiality of his friends 
was always against him.- It was with difficulty we could give him 
a hearing. Goldsmith had no settled notions upon any subject ; 
so he talked always at random. It seemed to be his intention to 
blurt out whatever was in his mind, and see what would become 
of it. He was angry, too, when catched in an absurdity ; but it 
did not prevent him from falling into another the next minute. I 
remember Chamier, after talking with him some time, said, ‘ Well, 
I do believe he wrote this poem himself: and, let me tell you, that 
is believing a great deal.’ Chamier once asked him, what he meant 
by sow, the last word in the first line of Te Traveller, 


Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow,— 


Did he mean tardiness of locomotion? Goldsmith, who would 
say something without consideration, answered, ‘ Yes.’ I was sit- 
ting by, and said, ‘ No, Sir; you do not mean tardiness of locomo- 
tion; you mean, that sluggishness of mind which comes upon a 
man in solitude.’ Chamier believed then that I had written the 
line, as much as if he had seen me write it. Goldsmith, however, 
was a man, who, whatever he wrote, did it better than any other 
man could do. He deserved a place in Westminster Abbey ; and 
every year he lived, would have deserved it better. He had indeed, 
been at no pains to fill his mind with knowledge. He transplanted 
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it from one place to another ; and it did not settle in his mind ; so 
he could not tell what was in his own books.” 


Living in the Country 

We talked of living in the country. Jounson : “‘No wise man will 
go to live in the country, unless he has something to do which can be 
better done in the country. For instance : if he is to shut himself 
up for a year to study a science, it is better to look out to the fields, 
than to an opposite wall. ‘Then, if a man walks out in the country, 
there is nobody to keep him from walking in again ; but if a man 
walks out in London, he is not sure when he shall walk in again. A 
great city is, to be sure, the school for studying life; and ‘’The proper 
study of mankind is man,’ as Pope observes.” Bosweui: “I fancy 
London is the best place for society ; though I have heard that the 
very first society of Paris is still beyond any thing that we have here.” 
Jounson : “ Sir, I question if in Paris such a company as is sitting 
round this table could be got together in less than half a year.” 


Of Giants 

This season, there was a whimsical fashion in the newspapers of 
applying Shakspeare’s words to describe living persons well-known 
in the world ; which was done under the title of Modern Characters 
Srom Shakspeare ; many of which were admirably adapted. The 
fancy took so much, that they were afterwards collected into a 
pamphlet. Somebody said to Johnson, across the table, that he 
had not been in those characters. ‘“‘ Yes, (said he,) I have. I 
should have been sorry to be left out.” He then repeated what 
had been applied to him, 


““ You must borrow me GARAGANTUA’s mouth.”’ 


Miss Reynolds not perceiving at once the meaning of this, he was 
obliged to explain it to her, which had something of an awkward 
and ludicrous effect. “‘ Why, Madam, it has a reference to me, 
as using big words, which require the mouth of a giant to pronounce 
them. Garagantua is the name ofa giant in Rabelais.” Boswext: 
** But, Sir, there is another amongst them for you : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder.” 
Jounson: “ There is nothing marked in that. No, Sir; Gara- 
gantua is the best.” 
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When we went to the drawing-room, there was a rich assem- 
blage. Besides the company who had been at dinner, there were 
Mr Garrick, Mr Harris of Salisbury, Dr Percy, Dr Burney, the 
Honourable Mrs Cholmondeley, Miss Hannah More, etc. etc. 

After wandering about in a kind of pleasing distraction for some 
time, I got into a corner, with Johnson, Garrick, and Harris. 


English Prose 

Jounson : “ Sir William Temple was the first writer who gave 
cadence to English prose. Before his time they were careless of 
arrangement, and did not mind whether a sentence ended with an 
important word or an insignificant word, or with what part of 
speech it was concluded.” Mr Langton, who had now joined us, 
commended Clarendon. Jounson: “ He is objected to for his 
parentheses, his involved clauses, and his want of harmony. But 
he is supported by his matter. It is, indeed, owing to a plethory 
of matter that his style is so faulty : every substance (smiling to Mr 
Harris) has so many accidents.—To be distinct, we must talk ana- 
lytically. If we analyze language, we must speak of it grammatic- 
ally ; if we analyze argument, we must speak of it logically.” 


Before and after Dinner 

On Monday, April 13, I dined with Johnson at Mr Langton’s, 
where were Dr Porteus, then Bishop of Chester, now of London, 
and Dr Stinton. He was at first in a very silent mood. Before 
dinner he said nothing but “ Pretty Baby,” to one of the children. 
Langton said, very well to me afterwards, that he could repeat 
Johnson’s conversations before dinner, as Johnson had said that he 
could repeat a complete chapter of Te Natural History of Iceland, 
from the Danish of Horrebow, the whole of which was exactly thus : 


“Cuap. LXXII. Concerning Snakes. 


“There are no snakes to be met with throughout the whole 
island.” 


We talked of the styles of different painters, and how certainly 
a connoisseur could distinguish them. I asked, if there was as 
clear a difference of styles in language as in painting, or even as in 
hand-writing, so that the composition of every individual may be 
distinguished? Jounson: “‘ Yes. Those who have a style of 
eminent excellence, such as Dryden and Milton, can always be 
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distinguished.” I had no doubt of this; but what I wanted to 
know was, whether there was really a peculiar style to every man 
whatever: there is certainly a peculiar hand-writing, a peculiar 
countenance, not widely different in many, yet always enough to 
be distinctive. The Bishop thought not; and said, he supposed that 
many pieces in Dodsley’s collection of poems, though all very pretty, 
had nothing appropriated in their style, and in that particular could 
not be at all distinguished. Jounson: ‘* Why, Sir, I think every 
man whatever has a peculiar style, which may be discovered by nice 
examination and comparison with others: but a man must write a 
great deal to make his style obviously discernible. As logicians say, 
this appropriation of style is infinite iz potestate, limited in actu.” 


Of Luxury 
On Tuesday, April 14, Idined with him at General Oglethorpe’s, 

with General Paoliand Mr Langton. General Oglethorpe declaimed 
against luxury. Jounson: “ Depend upon it, Sir, every state of 
society is as luxurious as it can be. Men always take the best they 
can get.”” Ocrrruorre : “ But the best depends much upon our- 
selves ; and if we can be as well satisfied with plain things, we are in 
the wrong toaccustom our palates to whatis high-seasoned and expen- 
sive. What says Addison, in his Caso, speaking of the Numidian ? 

Coarse are his meals, the fortune of the chase ; 

Amid the running stream he slakes his thirst, 

Toils all the day, and, at the approach of night, 

On the first friendly bank he throws him down, 

Or rests his head upon a rock till morn ; 

And if the following day he chance to find 

A new repast, or an untasted spring, 

Blesses his stars, and thinks it luxury. 


Let us have ¢Aa¢ kind of luxury, Sir, if you will.’ Jounson: “ But 
hold, Sir; to be merely satisfied, isnotenough. It is in refinement 
and elegance that the civilized man differs from the savage. A great 
part of our industry, and all our ingenuity, is exercised in procuring 
pleasure ; and, Sir, a hungry man has not the same pleasure in eat- 
ing a plain dinner, that a hungry man has in eating a luxurious 
dinner. You see, I put the case fairly. A hungry man may have 
as much, nay, more pleasure in eating a plain dinner, than a man 
grown fastidious has in eating a luxurious dinner. But I suppose 
the man who decides between the two dinners, to be equally a 
hungry man.” 
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Talking of different governments.—Jounson : “ The more con- 
tracted power is, the more easily it is destroyed. A country governed 
by a despot is an inverted cone. Government there cannot be so 
firm, as when it rests upon a broad basis gradually contracted, as 
the government of Great Britain, which is founded on the Parlia- 
ment, then is in the privy-council, then in the King.” Boswetr: 
“‘ Power, when contracted into the person of the despot, may be 
easily destroyed, as the prince may be cut off. So Caligula wished 
that the people of Rome had but one neck, that he might cut them 
off at a blow.” Ocxeruorre: “ It was of the Senate he wished 
that. The Senate by its usurpation controuled both the Emperor 
and the people. And don’t you think that we see too much of that 
in our own Parliament ?” 


At Mr Dilly’s 

On Wednesday, April 15, I dined with Dr Johnson at Mr Dilly’s, 
and was in high spirits, for I had been a good part of the morning 
with Mr Orme, the able and eloquent historian of Hindostan, who 
expressed a great admiration of Johnson. “‘ I do not care (said he) 
on what subject Johnson talks; but I love better to hear him talk 
than any body. He either gives you new thoughts, or a new colour- 
ing. Itis ashame to the nation that he has not been more liberally 
rewarded. Had I been George the Third, and thought as he did 
about America, I would have given Johnson three hundred a year 
for his ‘ Taxation no Tyranny,’ alone.” I repeated this, and John- 
son was much pleased with such praise from such a man as Orme. 

At Mr Dilly’s to-day were Mrs Knowles, the ingenious Quaker 
lady, Miss Seward, the poetess of Lichfield, the Reverend Dr Mayo, 
and the Rev. Mr Beresford, Tutor to the Duke of Bedford. Before 
dinner, Dr Johnson seized upon Mr Charles Sheridan’s Account of 
the late Revolution in Sweden, and seemed to read it ravenously, as 
if he devoured it, which was to all appearance his method of study- 
ing. “‘ He knows how to read better than any one, (said Mrs 
Knowles ;) he gets at the substance of a book directly ; he tears out 
the heart of it.’ He kept it wrapt up in the tablecloth in his lap 
during the time of dinner, from an avidity to have one entertain- 
ment in readiness, when he should have finished another ; resem- 
bling (if I may use so coarse a simile) a dog who holds a bone in his 
paws in reserve, while he eats something else which has been thrown 
to him. 
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Women’s Rights 

Mrs Knowles affected to complain that men had much more 
liberty allowed them than women. Jounson: “‘ Why, Madam, 
women have all the liberty they should wish to have. We have 
all the labour and the danger, and the women all the advantage. 
We go to sea, we build houses, we do every thing, in short, to pay 
our court to the women.”” Mrs Knowres: “ The Doctor reasons 
very wittily, but not convincingly. Now, take the instance of 
building ; the mason’s wife, if she is ever seen in liquor, is ruined ; 
the mason may get himself drunk as often as he pleases, with little 
loss of character ; nay, may let his wife and children starve.” Joun- 
son: ‘“‘ Madam, you must consider, if the mason does get himself 
drunk, and let his wife and children starve, the parish will! oblige 
him to find security for their maintenance. We have different 
modes of restraining evil. Stocks for the men, a ducking-stool for 
women, and a pound for beasts. If we require more perfection 
from women than from ourselves, it is doing them honour. And 
women have not the same temptations that we have; they may 
always live in virtuous company ; men must mix in the world in- 
discriminately. Ifa woman has no inclination to do what is wrong, 
being secured from it is no restraint to her. I am at liberty to walk 
into the Thames ; but if I were to try it, my friends would restrain 
me in Bedlam, and I should be obliged to them.” Mrs Know es : 
“ Still, Doctor, I cannot help thinking it a hardship that more in- 
dulgence is allowed to men than to women. It gives a superiority 
to men, to which I do not see how they are entitled.” Jounson : 
“It is plain, Madam, one or other must have the superiority. As 
Shakspeare says, ‘ If two men ride on a horse, one must ride be- 
hind.’” Duty: “ I suppose, Sir, Mrs Knowles would have them 
ride in panniers, one on each side.” Jonnson: “ Then, Sir, the 
horse would throw them both.” Mrs Knowres: “ Well, I hope 
that in another world the sexes will be equal.” Bosweti: “ That 
is being too ambitious, Madam. We might as well desire to be 
equal with the angels. We shall all, I hope, be happy in a future 
state, but we must not expect to be all happy in the same degree. 
It is enough, if we be happy according to our several capacities. A 
worthy carman will get to heaven as well as Sir Isaac Newton. Yet, 
though equally good, they will not have the same degrees of happi- 
ness,” Jounson; “ Probably not.” 
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The Terrors of Death 
I expressed a horror at the thought of death. Mrs Knowtes : 

‘‘ Nay, thou should’st not have a horror for what is the gate of life.” 
Jounson : (standing upon the hearth, rolling about, with a serious, 
solemn, and somewhat gloomy air,) “‘ No rational man can die 
without uneasy apprehension.” Mrs Knowrss: “ The Scriptures 
tell us, ‘ The righteous shall have Aope in his death.””” JouHNson : 
“Yes, Madam; that is, he shall not have despair. But, consider, 
his hope of salvation must be founded on the terms on which it is 
promised that the mediation of our Saviour shall be applied to us, 
—namely, obedience ; and where obedience has failed, then, as 
suppletory to it, repentance. But what man can say that his obedi- 
ence has been such, as he would approve of in another, or even in 
himself upon close examination; or that his repentance has not 
been such as to require being repented of ? No man can be sure 
that his obedience and repentance will obtain salvation.” Mrs 
Know tts: “ But divine intimation of acceptance may be made to 
the soul.” Jounson: “ Madam, it may; but I should not think 
the better of a man who should tell me on his death-bed, he was 
sure of salvation. A man cannot be sure himself that he has divine 
intimation of acceptance; much less can he make others sure that 
he has it.” Boswrti: “‘’ Then, Sir, we must be contented to 
acknowledge that death is a terrible thing.” Jounson: “ Yes, Sir. 
I have made no approaches to a state which can look on it as not 
terrible.” Mrs Know es: (seeming to enjoy a pleasing serenity 
in the persuasion of benignant divine light,) “ Does not St Paul say, 
‘I have fought the good fight of faith ; I have finished my course ; 
henceforth is laid up for me a crown of life >?” Jounson : “ Yes, 
Madam ; but here was a man inspired, a man who had been con- 
verted by supernatural interposition.”” Boswstx: “In prospect, 
death is dreadful; but, in fact, we find that people die easy.” Joun- 
son: “‘ Why, Sir, most people have not ¢4ought much of the matter, 
so cannot say much, and it is supposed they die easy. Few believe 
it certain they are then to die; and those who do, set themselves to 
behave with resolution, asa man does who is going to be hanged :— 
he is not the less unwilling to be hanged.”” Muss Sewarp: ‘‘ There 
is one mode of the fear of death, which is certainly absurd : and that 
is the dread of annihilation, which is only a pleasing sleep without a 
dream.” JouNsoN : : “tis neither pleasing, nor sleep ; it is nothing. 
Now, mere existence is so much better than nothing, that one would 
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rather exist even in pain, than not exist.” Boswezz: “ If annihila- 
tion be nothing, then existing in pain is not a comparative state, but 
is a positive evil, which I cannot think we should choose. I must 
be allowed to differ here ; and it would lessen the hope of a future 
state, founded on the argument, that the Supreme Being, who is 
good as he is great, will hereafter compensate for our present suffer- 
ings in this life. For if existence, such as we have it here, be com- 
paratively a good, we have no reason to complain, though no more 
of it should be given to us. But if our only state of existence were 
in this world, then we might with some reason complain that we 
are so dissatisfied with our enjoyments compared with our desires.” 
Jounson: “ The lady confounds annihilation, which is nothing, 
with the apprehension of it, which is dreadful. It is in the appre- 
hension of it that the horror of annihilation consists.” 

We remained together till it was pretty late. Notwithstanding 
occasional explosions of violence, we were all delighted upon the 
whole with Johnson. I compared him at this time toa warm West- 
Indian climate, where you have a bright sun, quick vegetation, 
luxuriant foliage, luscious fruits, but where the same heat some- 
times produces thunder, lightning, earthquakes, in a terrible degree. 


Bad Management 

April 17, being Good-Friday, I waited on Johnson, as usual. I 
observed at breakfast that although it was a part of his abstemious 
discipline, on this most solemn fast, to take no milk in his tea, yet, 
when Mrs Desmoulins inadvertently poured it in, he did not re- 

ect it. 

I told him that, at a gentleman’s house, where there was thought 
to be such extravagance or bad management, that he was living 
much beyond his income, his lady had objected to the cutting of a 
pickled mango, and that I had taken an opportunity to ask the price 
of it, and found that it was only two shillings ; so here was a very 
poor saving. Jounson: “ Sir, that is the blundering economy of 
a narrow understanding. It is stopping one hole in a sieve.” 

I said to him, that it was certainly true, as my friend Dempster 
had observed in his letter to me upon the subject, that a great part 
of what was in his Fourney to the Western Islands of Scotland, had 
been in his mind before he left London. Jounson: “ Why, yes, 
Sir, the topics were ; and books of travels will be good in propor- 
tion to what a man has previously in his mind ;_ his knowing what 
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to observe : his power of contrasting one mode of life with another. 
As the Spanish proverb says, ‘He who would bring home the 
wealth of the Indies, must carry the wealth of the Indies with him.’ 
So it is in travelling ; a man must carry knowledge with him, if he 
would bring home knowledge.”” Bosweti: “‘ The proverb, I sup- 
pose, Sir, means, he must carry a large stock with him to trade with.” 
Jounson : “ Yes, Sir.” 

It was a delightful day : as we walked to St Clement’s Church, I 
again remarked that Fleet Street was the most cheerful scene in 
the world. “‘ Fleet Street (said I) is in my mind more delightful 
than Tempé.” Jounson: “ Ay, Sir; but let it be compared with 
Mull.” 

There was a very numerous congregation to-day at St Clement’s 
Church, which Dr Johnson said he observed with pleasure. 


An Old Acquaintance 

And now I am to give a pretty full account of one of the most 
curious incidents in Johnson’s life, of which he himself has made the 
following minute on this day: “ In my return from church, I was 
accosted by Edwards, an old fellow-collegian, who had not seen me 
since 1729. He knew me, and asked if I remembered one Ed- 
wards; I did not at first recollect the name, but gradually, as we 
walked along, recovered it, and told him a conversation that had 
passed at an ale-house between us. My purpose is to continue our 
acquaintance.” 

It was in Butcher Row that this meeting happened. Mr Edwards, 
who was a decent-looking elderly man in gray clothes, and a wig of 
many curls, accosted Johnson with familiar confidence, knowing 
who he was, while Johnson returned his salutation with a courteous 
formality, as to a stranger. But as soon as Edwards had brought 
to his recollection their having been at Pembroke College together 
nine-and-forty years ago, he seemed much pleased, asked where 
he lived, and said he should be glad to see him at Bolt Court. 
Epwarps: “‘ Ah, Sir! we are old men now.” Jounson: (who 
never liked to think of being old,) “ Don’t let us discourage one 
another.” Epwarps: “ Why, Doctor, you look stout and hearty, 
I am happy to see you so; for the newspapers told us you were 
very ill.” Jounson: “ Ay, Sir, they are always telling lies of us 
old fellows.” 


Wishing to be present at more of so singular a conversation as 
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that between two fellow-collegians, who had lived forty years in 
London, without ever having chanced to meet, I whispered to Mr 
Edwards, that Dr Johnson was going home, and that he had better 
accompany him now. So Edwards walked along with us, I eagerly 
assisting to keep up the conversation. Mr Edwards informed Dr 
Johnson that he had practised long as a solicitor in Chancery, but 
that he now lived in the country upon a little farm, about sixty 
acres, just by Stevenage in Hertfordshire, and that he came to Lon- 
don (to Barnard’s inn, No 6) generally twice a week. Johnson ap- 
pearing to me in a reverie, Mr Edwards addressed himself to me, 
and expatiated on the pleasure of living in the country. Boswe : 
“T have no notion of this, Sir. What you have to entertain you, 
is, I think exhausted in half an hour.”” Epwarps: “‘ What! don’t 
you love to have hope realized? I see my grass, and my corn, and 
my trees growing. Now, for instance, I am curious to see if this 
frost has not nipped my fruit-trees.””  Jonnson: (who we did not 
imagine was attending,) “ You find, Sir, you have fears as well as 
hopes.”’—So well did he see the whole, when another saw but the 
half of a subject. 

When we got to Dr Johnson’s house, and were seated in his 
library, the dialogue went on admirably. Epwarps: “ Sir, I re- 
member you would not let us say prodigious at College. For, even 
then, Sir, (turning to me,) he was delicate in language, and we all 
feared him.” Jounson: (to Edwards,) “ From your having prac- 
tised the law long, Sir, I presume you must be rich.” Epwarps : 
“No, Sir; I got a good deal of money; but I had a number of 
poor relations, to whom I gave great part of it.” Jounson: “ Sir, 
you have been rich in the most valuable sense of the word.” Ep- 
warps: “ But I shall not die rich.” Jounson: “ Nay, sure, Sir, 
it is better to /ive rich, than to die rich.” Epwarps: “I wish I 
had continued at College.” Jounson: “ Why do you wish that, 
Sir?” Epwarps: “ Because I think I should have had a much 
easier life than mine has been. I should have been a parson, and 
had a good living, like Bloxham and several others, and lived com- 
fortably.” Jounson : “ Sir, the life of a parson, of a conscientious 
clergyman, is not easy. I have always considered a clergyman as 
the father of a larger family than he is able to maintain. I would 
rather have Chancery suits upon my hands than the cure of souls. 
No, Sir, I do not envy a clergyman’s life as an easy life, nor do I 
envy the clergyman who makes it an easy life.” 


12) 
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Philosophy and Cheerfulness 

Epwarps: ‘‘ You area philosopher, Dr Johnson. I have tried 
too, in my time, to bea philosopher ; but, I don’t know how, cheer- 
fulness was always breaking in.”—Mr Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
Mr Courtenay, Mr Malone, and, indeed, all the eminent men to 
whom I have mentioned this, have thought it an exquisite trait of 
character. ‘The truth is, that philosophy, like religion, is too gene- 
rally supposed to be hard and severe, at least so grave as to exclude 
all gaiety. 

Epwarps: “I have been twice married, Doctor. You, I sup- 
pose, have never known what it was to have a wife.” JoHNson : 
** Sir, I have known what it was to have a wife, and (in a solemn, 
tender, faltering tone) I have known what it was to /ose a wife.—It 
had almost broke my heart.” 

Epwarps: ‘‘ How do you live, Sir? For my part, I must have 
my regular meals, and a glass of good wine. I find I require it.” 
Jounson : “ I now drink no wine, Sir. Early in life I drank wine : 
for many years I drank none. I then for some years drank a great 
deal.” Epwarns: “ Some hogsheads, I warrant you.” JoHNsON : 
“* T then had a severe illness, and left it off, and I have never began it 
again. I never felt any difference upon myself from eating one 
thing rather than another, nor from one kind of weather rather than 
another. ‘There are people, I believe, who feel a difference ; but I 
am not one of them. And, as to regular meals, I have fasted from 
the Sunday’s dinner to the Tuesday’s dinner, without any incon- 
venience. I believe it is best to eat just as one is hungry: but a 
man who is in business, or a man who has a family, must have stated 
meals. Jamastraggler. I may leave this town and go to Grand 
Cairo, without being missed here or observed there.” Epwarps: 
“Don’t you eat supper, Sir?” Jounson: ‘‘ No, Sir.” Epwarps: 

‘For my part, now, I consider supper as a turnpike through which 
one must pass, in order to get to bed.” 

Jounson : “ You area lawyer, Mr Edwards. Lawyers know life 
practically. A bookish man should always have them to converse 
with. ‘They have what he wants.” 

Epwarps : “‘ 1am grown old: Iam sixty-five.” Jounson: “I 
shall be sixty-eight next birth-day. Come, Sir, drink water, and put 
in for a hundred.” 

Mr Edwards mentioned a gentleman who had left his whole 
fortune to Pembroke College. Jounson : “ Whether to leave one’s 


Age 69] JOHNSON AS LORD CHANCELLOR 211 


whole fortune to a College be right, must depend upon circum- 
stances. I would leave the interest of a fortune I bequeathed to a 
College, to my relations or my friends, for their lives. It is the 
same thing to a College, where is a permanent society, whether it 
gets the money now or twenty years hence, and I would wish to 
make my relations or friends feel the benefit of it.” 


Johnson’s Benevolence 

This interview confirmed my opinion of Johnson’s most humane 
and benevolent heart. His cordial and placid behaviour to an old 
fellow-collegian, a man so different from himself, and his telling him 
that he would go down to his farm and visit him, shewed a kindness 
of disposition very rare at an advanced age. He observed, “ how 
wonderful it was that they had both been in London forty years, 
without having ever once met, and both walkers in the street too!” 
Mr Edwards, when going away, again recurred to his consciousness 
of senility, and looking full in Johnson’s face, said to him, “ You’ll 
find in Dr Young, 


O, my coevals! remnants of yourselves.”’ 


Johnson did not relish this at all; but shook his head with impa- 
tience. Edwards walked off, seemingly highly pleased with the 
honour of having been thus noticed by Dr Johnson. When he was 
gone, I said to Johnson, I thought him but a weak man. JOHNSON : 
“Why, yes, Sir. Here is a man who has passed through life with- 
out experience : yet I would rather have him with me than a more 
sensible man who will not talk readily. This man is always willing 
to say what he has to say.” Yet Dr Johnson had himself by no 
means that willingness which he praised so much, and I think so 
justly ; for who has not felt the painful effect of the dreary void, 
when there is a total silence in a company, for any length of time ; 
or, which is as bad, or perhaps worse, when the conversation is with 
difficulty kept up by a perpetual effort ? 


Johnson as Lord Chancellor 

Mr Edwards had said to me aside, that Dr Johnson should have 
been ofa profession. I repeated the remark to Johnson that I might 
have his own thoughts on the subject. Jonnson: “ Sir, it would 
have been better that I had been of a profession. I ought to have 
been a lawyer.” Boswett: “I do not think, Sir, it would have 
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been better, for we should not have had the English Dictionary.” 
Jounson : “‘ But you would have had Reports.” Boswexi: “ Ay ; 
but there would not have been another, who could have written the 
Dictionary. ‘There would have been many very good Judges. 
Suppose you had been Lord Chancellor ; you would have delivered 
opinions with more extent of mind, and in a more ornamented 
manner, than perhaps any Chancellor ever did, or ever will do. 
But, I believe, causes have been as judiciously decided as you could 
have done.’ Jounson: “ Yes, Sir. Property has been as well 
settled.” 


Felicitous Phrases 

On Monday, April 20, I found him at home in the morning. We 
talked of a gentleman who we apprehended was gradually involving 
his circumstances by bad management. Jounson: “ Wasting a for- 
tune is evaporation by a thousand imperceptible means. If it were 
astream, they’dstopit. You mustspeaktohim. Itis really miser- 
able. Were he a gamester, it could be said he had hopes of win- 
ning. Were hea bankrupt in trade, he might have grown rich; but 
he has neither spirit to spend, nor resolution to spare. He does 
not spend fast enough to have pleasure from it. He has the crime 
of prodigality, and the wretchedness of parsimony. Ifa man is 
killed in a duel, he is killed as many a one has been killed ; but it is 
a sad thing for a man to lie down and die; to bleed to death, 
because he has not fortitude enough to sear the wound, or even to 
stitch itup.” I cannot but pause a moment to admire the fecundity 
of fancy, and choice of language, which in this instance, and, indeed, 
on almost all occasions, he displayed. It was well observed by Dr 
Percy, now Bishop of Dromore, “ The conversation of Johnson is 
strong and clear, and may be compared to an antique statue, where 
every vein and muscle is distinct and bold. Ordinary conversation 
resembles an inferior cast.” 


At Sir Joshua Reynolds’ 

On Saturday, April 25, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, 
with the learned Dr Musgrave, Councillor Leland of Ireland, son 
to the historian, Mrs Cholmondeley, and some more ladies. The 
Project, a new poem, was read to the company by Dr Musgrave. 
Jounson : “ Sir, it has no power. Were it not for the well-known 
names with which it is filled, it would be nothing: the names 
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carry the poet, not the poet the names.” Muscrave: “ A tem- 
porary poem always entertains us.” Jounson: “ So does an ac- 
count of the criminals hanged yesterday entertain us.” 

He proceeded ;—‘ Demosthenes Taylor, as he was called (that 
is, the editor of Demosthenes,) was the most silent man, the merest 
statue of a man that I have ever seen. I once dined in company 
with him, and all he said during the whole time was no more than 
Richard. How a man should say only Richard, it is not easy to 
imagine. But it was thus: Dr Douglas was talking of Dr Zachary 
Grey, and was ascribing to him something that was written by 
Dr Richard Grey. So, to correct him. ‘Taylor said (imitating 
his affected sententious emphasis and nod,) ‘ Richard.” 


Literary Fragment 


We talked of a lady’s verses on Ireland. Muss Reynotps : 
“ Have you seen them, Sir?” Jounson: “* No, Madam, I have 
seen a translation from Horace, by one of her daughters. She 
shewed it me.” Miss Reynotps: ‘‘ And how was it, Sir?” 
Jounson: ‘ Why, very well for a young Miss’s verses ;—that is to 
say, compared with excellence, nothing; but very well for the 
person who wrote them. Iam vexed at being shewn verses in that 
manner.” Muss Reynotps: “ But if they should be good, why not 
give them hearty praise ?”” Jounson: “ Why, Madam, because I 
have not then got the better of my bad humour from having been 
shewn them. You must consider, Madam, beforehand they may 
be bad, as well as good. Nobody has a right to put another under 
such a difficulty, that he must either hurt the person by telling the 
truth, or hurt himself by telling what is not true.” Bosweii: “ A 
man often shews his writings to people of eminence, to obtain from 
them, either from their good-nature, or from their not being able to 
tell the truth firmly, a commendation, of which he may afterwards 
avail himself.” Jounson: “ Very true, Sir. Therefore the man, 
who is asked by an author, what he thinks of his work, is put to the 
torture, and is not obliged to speak the truth ; so that what he says 
is not considered as his opinion; yet he has said it, and cannot 
retract it; and this author, when mankind are hunting him with a 
canister at his tail, can say, ‘ I would not have published, had not 
Johnson, or Reynolds, or Musgrave, or some other good judge, com- 
mended the work.’ Yet I consider it as a very difficult question in 
conscience, whether one should advise a man not to publish a work 
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if profit be his object ; for the man may say, ‘ Had it not been for 
you, I should have had the money.’ Now you cannot be sure ;_ for 
you have only your own opinion, and the public may think very 
differently.” Sir JosHua Reynotps: “‘ You must upon such an 
occasion have two judgments ; one as to the real value of the work, 
the other as to what may please the general taste at the time.” 


Literary Success 

Jounson: “ But you can be sure of neither; and therefore I 
should scruple much to give a suppressive vote. Both Goldsmith’s 
comedies were once refused ; his first by Garrick, his second by 
Colman, who was prevailed on at last by much solicitation, nay, a 
kind of force, to bring it on. His Vicar of Wakefield, | myself did 
not think would have had much success. It was written and sold 
to a bookseller, before his Traveller; but published after ; so little 
expectation had the bookseller from it. Had it been sold after the 
Traveller, he might have had twice as much money for it, though 
sixty guineas was no mean price. ‘The bookseller had the advan- 
tage of Goldsmith’s reputation from Te Traveller in the sale, 
though Goldsmith had it not in selling the copy.” Sir Josuua 
Reynotps: “ The Beggar’s Opera affords a proof how strangely people 
will differ in opinion about a literary performance. Burke thinks 
it has no merit.” Jounson: “It was refused by one of the 
houses ; but I should have thought it would succeed, not from any 
great excellence in the writing, but from the novelty, and the 
general spirit and gaiety of the piece, which keeps the audience 
always attentive, and dismisses them in good humour.” 


At Allan Ramsay’s 

On Wednesday, April 29, I dined with him at Mr Allan 
Ramsay’s, where were Lord Binning, Dr Robertson the historian, 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, and the Honourable Mrs Boscawen, widow 
of the Admiral, and mother of the present Viscount Falmouth ; of 
whom, if it be not presumptuous in me to praise her, I would say, 
that her manners are the most agreeable, and her conversation the 
best, of any lady with whom I ever had the happiness to be ac- 
quainted. Before Johnson came, we talked a good deal of him; 
Ramsay said, he had always found him a very polite man, and that 
he treated him with great respect, which he did very sincerely. I 
said, I worshipped him. Rozerrson: “ But some of you spoil 
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him: you should not worship him ; you should worship no man.” 
Boswext : “ I cannot help worshipping him, he is so much superior 
to other men.” Rosertson: “ In criticism, and in wit and con- 
versation, he is no doubt very excellent; but in other respects 
he is not above other men; he will believe any thing, and will 
strenuously defend the most minute circumstances connected with 
the Church of England.” Boswett: “ Believe me, Doctor, you 
are much mistaken as to this; for when you talk with him calmly in 
private, he is very liberal in his way of thinking.” RoBertson : 

He and I have been always very gracious; the first time I met 
him was one evening at Strahan’s, when he had just had an unlucky 
altercation with Adam Smith, to whom he had been so rough, that 
Strahan, after Smith was gone, had remonstrated with him, and 
told him that I was coming soon, and that he was uneasy to think 
that he might behave in the same manner to me. ‘ No, no, Sir, 
(said Johnson,) I warrant you, Robertson and | shall do very well.’ 
Accordingly, he was gentle and good-humoured and courteous with 
me, the whole evening; and he has been so upon every occasion 
that we have met since. I have often said, (laughing,) that I have 
been in a great measure indebted to Smith for my good reception.” 
Bosweti: “ His power of reasoning is very strong, and he has a 
peculiar art of drawing characters, which is as rare as good portrait- 
painting.” S1r Josua Reynotps: “* He is undoubtedly admirable 
in this; but, in order to mark the characters which he draws, he 
overcharges them, and gives people more than they really have, 
whether of good or bad.” 

No sooner did he, of whom we had been thus talking so easily, 
arrive, than we were all as quiet as a school upon the entrance of the 
head-master ; and were very soon sat down to a table covered with 
such variety of good things, as contributed not a little to dispose him 
to be pleased. 


Pope’s Poetry 

Ramsay: “I am old enough to have been a contemporary of 
Pope. His poetry was highly admired in his lifetime, more a great 
deal than after his death.” Jounson: “ Sir, it has not been less 
admired since his death ; no authors ever had so much fame in their 
own lifetime as Pope and Voltaire ; and Pope’s poetry has been as 
much admired since his death as during his life ; it has only not been 
as much talked of, but that is owing to its being now more distant, 
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and people having other writings to talk of. Virgil is less talked 
of than Pope, and Homer is less talked of than Virgil; but they 
are not less admired. We must read what the world reads at 
the moment. It has been maintained that this superfetation, this 
teeming of the press in modern times, is prejudicial to good litera- 
ture, because it obliges us to read so much of what is of inferior 
value, in order to be in the fashion; so that better works are 
neglected for want of time, because a man will have more gratifica- 
tion of his vanity in conversation, from having read modern books, 
than from having read the best works of antiquity. But it must be 
considered, that we have now more knowledge generally diffused ; 
all our ladies read now, which isa great extension. Modern writers 
are the moons of literature; they shine with reflected light, with 
light borrowed from the ancients. Greece appears to me to be the 
fountain of knowledge; Rome of elegance.” Ramsay: “ I suppose 
Homer’s J/iad to be a collection of pieces which had been written 
before his time. I should like to see a translation of it in poetical 
prose, like the book of Ruth or Job.” Rogerrson: ‘“‘ Would you, 
Dr Johnson, who are master of the English language, but try your 
hand upon a part of it.” Jounson: “ Sir, you could not read it 
without the pleasure of verse.” 


A Rift within the Lute 

On Saturday, May 2, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, 
where there was a very large company, and a great deal of conversa- 
tion; but owing to some circumstances which I cannot now re- 
collect, I have no record of any part of it, except that there were 
several people there by no means of the Johnsonian school ; so that 
less attention was paid to him than usual, which put him out of 
humour; and upon some imaginary offence from me, he attacked 
me with such rudeness, that I was vexed and angry, because it 
gave those persons an opportunity of enlarging upon his supposed 
ferocity, and ill treatment of his best friends. I was so much hurt, 
and had my pride so much roused, that I kept away from him for 
a week, and perhaps might have kept away much longer, nay, gone 
to Scotland without seeing him again, had not we fortunately met 
and been reconciled. ‘T’osuch unhappy chances are human friend- 
ships liable. 

On Friday, May 8, I dined with him at Mr Langton’s. I 
was reserved and silent, which I suppose he perceived, and might 
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recollect the cause. After dinner, when Mr Langton was called 
out of the room, and we were by ourselves, he drew his chair near 
to mine, and said, in a tone of conciliating courtesy, “ Well, how 
have you done?” Bosweii: “ Sir, you have made me very un- 
easy by your behaviour to me when we were last at Sir Joshua 
Reynolds’s. You know, my dear Sir, no man has a greater respect 
and affection for you, or would sooner go to the end of the world to 
serve you. Now to treat me so ” He insisted that I had 
interrupted him, which I assured him was not the case ; and pro- 
ceeded—* But why treat me so before people who neither love 
younorme?” Jounson: ‘“ Well, lam sorry for it. I'll make it 
up to you twenty different ways, as you please.” Bosweti: “ I 
said to-day to Sir Joshua, when he observed that you tossed me 
sometimes—lI don’t care how often, or how high he tosses me, when 
only friends are present, for then I fall on soft ground: but I do 
not like falling on stones, which is the case when enemies are present. 
—I think this is a pretty good image, Sir.” Jounson: “ Sir, it is 
one of the happiest I have ever heard.” 

The truth is, there was no venom in the wounds which he in- 
flicted at any time, unless they were irritated by some malignant 
infusion by other hands. We were instantly as cordial again as 
ever, and joined in hearty laugh at some ludicrous but innocent 
peculiarities of one of our friends. Boswetz: “ Do you think, Sir, 
it is always culpable to laugh at a man to his face?”’ JoHNsoN : 
“Why, Sir, that depends upon the man and the thing. If it is a 
slight man, and a slight thing, you may; for you take nothing 
valuable from him.” 


“‘ Set a Thief to catch a Thief” 

Mr Langton having repeated the anecdote of Addison having 
distinguished between his powers in conversation and in writing, 
by saying “* I have only nine-pence in my pocket; but I can draw 
for a thousand pounds” ;—Jounson: “‘ He had not that retort 
ready, Sir; he had prepared it beforehand.” Lancron : (turning 
to me,) “A fine surmise. Set a thief to catch a thief.” 

Johnson called the East-Indians barbarians. Bosweti: “ You 
will except the Chinese, Sir?” Jorunson : “ No, Sir.” Boswett: 
“* Have they not arts?” Jounson: “‘ They have pottery.” Bos- 
weELL: ‘“ What do you say to the written characters of their lan- 
guage?’’ Jounson: “ Sir, they have notanalphabet. ‘They have 
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not been able to form what all other nations have formed.” Bos- 
weLL: ‘‘ There is more learning in their language than in any 
other, from the immense number of their characters.” JOHNSON : 
“ It is only more difficult from its rudeness ; as there is more labour 
in hewing down a tree with a stone than with an axe.” 


Milton and Locke 

On Tuesday, May 19, I was to set out for Scotland in the even- 
ing. He was engaged to dine with me at Mr Dilly’s; I waited 
upon him to remind him of his appointment and attend him thither. 

We had a quiet comfortable meeting at Mr Dilly’s, nobody there 
but ourselves. Mr Dilly mentioned somebody having wished that 
Milton’s Tractate on Education should be printed along with his 
Poems in the edition of the English Poets then going on. JoHNsoN : 
“It would be breaking in upon the plan; but would be of no 
great consequence. So far as it would be any thing, it would be 
wrong. Education in England has been in danger of being hurt 
by two of its greatest men, Milton and Locke. Milton’s plan is im- 
practicable,and I suppose has never been tried. Locke’s, I fancy, has 
been tried often enough, but is very imperfect; it gives too much to 
one side, and too little to the other ; it gives too little to literature— 
I shall do what I can for Dr Watts; but my materials are very scanty. 
His poems are by no means his best works; I cannot praise his poetry 
itself highly ; but I can praise its design.” 

My illustrious friend and I parted with assurances of affectionate 
regard. 


A Difference with Strahan 

In the course of this year there was a difference between him and 
his friend Mr Strahan; the particulars of which it is unnecessary 
torelate. "Their reconciliation was communicated to me ina letter 
from Mr Strahan, in the following words : 

“The notes I shewed you that passed between him and me were 
dated in March last. ‘The matter lay dormant till July 27, when he 
wrote to meas follows : 


“TO WILLIAM STRAHAN, ESQ. 
Sir; 
‘It would be very foolish for us to continue strangers any longer. 
You can never by persistency make wrong right. If I resented too 
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acrimoniously, I resented only to yourself. Nobody ever saw or 
heard what I wrote. You saw that my anger was over, for in a 
day or two I came to your house. I have given you a longer time ; 
and I hope you have made so good use of it, as to be no longer on 
evil terms with, Sir, your, etc. 

“Sam. JoHNson’ 


“On this I called upon him ; and he has since dined with me.” 


After this time, the same friendship as formerly continued be- 
tween Dr Johnson and Mr Strahan. My friend mentioned to 
me a little circumstance of his attention, which, though we may 
smile at it, must be allowed to have its foundation in a nice and 
true knowledge of human life. ‘“ When I write to Scotland, 
(said he,) I employ Strahan to frank my letters, that he may 
have the consequence of appearing a Parliament-man among his 
countrymen.” 


“The Lives of the Poets”’ 

This year, Johnson gave the world a luminous proof that the 
vigour of his mind in all its faculties, whether memory, judgment, 
or imagination, was not in the least abated ; for this year came out 
the first four volumes of his Prefaces, biographical and critical, to the 
most eminent of the English Poets, published by the booksellers of 
London. ‘The remaining volumes came out in the year 1780. 
The Poets were selected by the several booksellers who had the 
honorary copyright, which is still preserved among them by mutual 
compact, notwithstanding the decision of the House of Lords against 
the perpetuity of Literary Property. We have his own authority, 
that by his recommendation the poems of Blackmore, Watts, Pom- 
fret, and Yalden, were added to the collection. Of this work I 
shall speak more particularly hereafter. 

On the 22nd of January, I wrote to him on several topics, and 
mentioned that as he had been so good as to permit me to have the 
proof sheets of his Lives of the Poets, 1 had written to his servant 
Francis, to take care of them for me. 

On the 23rd of February I wrote to him again, complaining of his 
silence, as I had heard he was ill, and had written to Mr Thrale for 
information concerning him; and I announced my intention of soon 
being again in London. 
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‘* ro JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“Dear Sir, 

“‘ Why should you take such delight to make a bustle, to write to 
Mr Thrale that I am negligent, and to Francis to do what is so very 
unnecessary. ‘Thrale, you may be sure, cared not about it; and I 
shall spare Francis the trouble, by ordering a set both of the Lives 
and Poets to dear Mrs Boswell, in acknowledgement of her marma- 
lade. Persuade her to accept them, and accept them kindly. If I 
thought she would receive them scornfully, I would send them to 
Miss Boswell, who, I hope, has yet none of her mamma’s ill-will to 
me. 

“* T would send sets of Lives, four volumes, to some other friends, 
to Lord Hailes first. His second volume lies by my bedside; a 
book surely of great labour, and, to every just thinker, of great 
delight. Write me word to whom I shall send besides ; would it 
please Lord Auchinleck? Mrs Thrale waits in the coach. 

‘* T am, dear Sir, etc. 


“ SaM. JOHNSON 
‘“Marceh 1352770). 


This letter crossed me on the road to London, where J arrived on 
Monday, March 15. 


Censure preferable to Neglect 

Although I was several times with him in the course of the follow- 
ing days, such it seems were my occupations, or such my negligence, 
that I have preserved no memorial of his conversation till Friday, 
March 26, when I visited him. He said he expected to be attacked 
on account of his Lives of the Poets. “* However, (said he,) I would 
rather be attacked than unnoticed. For the worst thing you can do 
to an author is to be silent as to his works. An assault upon a town 
isa bad thing; but starving it is still worse; an assault may be un- 
successful; you may have more men killed than you kill; but if 
you starve the town, you are sure of victory.” 


In Praise of London 

On Thursday, April 1, he commended one of the Dukes of 
Devonshire for “‘ a dogged veracity.” He said too, ‘“‘ London is 
nothing to some people ; but toa man whose pleasure is intellectual, 
London is the place. And there is no place where economy can be 


Age 70] CLARET ». BRANDY 221 


so well practised as in London: more can be had here for the 
money, even by ladies, than any where else. You cannot play 
tricks with your fortune in a small place ; you must make an uniform 
appearance. Here a lady may have well-furnished apartments, 
and elegant dress, without any meat in her kitchen.” 

I was amused by considering with how much ease and coolness he 
could write or talk to a friend, exhorting him not to suppose that 
happiness was not to be found as well in other places as in London ; 
when he himself was at all times sensible of its being, comparatively 
speaking, a heaven upon earth. ‘The truth is, that by those who, 
from sagacity, attention, and experience, have learnt the full advan- 
tage of London, its pre-eminence over every other place, not only 
for variety of enjoyment, but for comfort, will be felt with a philo- 
sophical exultation. ‘The freedom from remark and petty censure, 
with which life may be passed there, is a circumstance which a 
man who knows the teasing restraint of a narrow circle must relish 
highly. Mr Burke, whose orderly and amiable domestic habits 
might make the eye of observation less irksome to him than to most 
men, said once very pleasantly, in my hearing, “ Though I have 
the honour to represent Bristol, I should not like to live there; I 
should be obliged to be so much upor my good behaviour.” In Lon- 
don, a man may live in splendid society at one time, and in frugal 
retirement at another, without animadversion. ‘There, and there 
alone, a man’s own house is truly his cas¢/e, in which he can be in 
perfect safety from intrusion whenever he pleases. I never shall 
forget how well this was expressed to me one day by Mr Meynell : 
“The chief advantage of London, (said he,) is, that a man is always 
so near his burrow.” 


Claret v. Brandy 

On Wednesday, April 7, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds’s. I have not marked what company was there. Johnson 
harangued upon the qualities of different liquors, and spoke with 
great contempt of claret, as so weak, that “ a man would be drowned 
by it before it made him drunk.” He was persuaded to drink one 
glass of it, that he might judge, not from recollection, which might 
be dim, but from immediate sensation. He shook his head, and 
said, “ Poor stuff! No, Sir; claret is the liquor for boys ;_ port for 
men; but he who aspires to be a hero (smiling) must drink 
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brandy. In the first place, the flavour of brandy is most grateful to 
the palate ; and then brandy will do soonest for a man what drink- 
ing can do for him. ‘There are, indeed, few who are able to drink 
brandy. ‘That is a power rather to be wished for than attained. 
And yet, (proceeded he,) as in all pleasure hope is a considerable 
part, I know not but fruition comes too quick by brandy. Florence 
wine I think the worst ; it is wine only to the eye; it is wine neither 
while you are drinking it, nor after you have drunk it ; it neither 
pleases the taste, nor exhilarates the spirits.” Ireminded him how 
heartily he and I used to drink wine together, when we were first 
acquainted ; and how I used to havea headache after sitting up with 
him. He did not like to have this recalled, or, perhaps, thinking 
that I boasted improperly, resolved to have a witty stroke at me; 
““ Nay, Sir, it was not the wize that made your head ache, but the 
sense that I put into it.” Bosweri: ‘‘ What, Sir ! will sense make 
the head ache?” Jounson: “ Yes, Sir, (with a smile,) when it is 
not used to it.’—No man who has a true relish of pleasantry could 
be offended at this; especially if Johnson in a long intimacy had 
given him repeated proofs of his regard and good estimation. I 
used to say, that as he had given me £1000 in praise, he had a good 
right now and then to take a guinea from me. 


Of Reading 

On Friday, April 16, I recollect the following particulars of his 
conversation : 

“Tam always for getting a boy forward in his learning ; for that 
is a sure good. I would let him at first read amy English book 
which happens to engage his attention ; because you have done a 
great deal, when you have brought him to have entertainment 
froma book. He’ll get better books afterwards.” 

““ Mallet, I believe, never wrote a single line of his projected 
life of the Duke of Marlborough. He groped for materials; and 
thought of it, till he had exhausted his mind. ‘Thus it sometimes 
happens that men entangle themselves in their own schemes.” 

“To be contradicted, in order to force you to talk, is mighty 
unpleasing. You shine, indeed ; but it is by being ground.” 


A Tribute to Garrick 


On Saturday, April 24, I dined with him at Mr Beauclerk’s, with 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, Mr Jones, (afterwards Sir William,) Mr 
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Langton, Mr Steevens, Mr Paradise, and Dr Higgins. I men- 
tioned that Mr Wilkes had attacked Garrick to me, as a man who 
had no friend. Jounson: I believe he is right, Sir—He had 
friends but no friend. Garrick was so diffused, he had no man to 
whom he wished to unbosom himself. He found people always 
ready to applaud him, and that always for the same thing; so he 
saw life with great uniformity.” I took upon me, for once, to 
fight with Goliath’s weapons, and play the sophist—‘‘ Garrick did 
not need a friend, as he got from every body all that he wanted. 
What isa friend? One who supports you and comforts you, while 
others do not. Friendship, you know, Sir, is the cordial drop, ‘ to 
make the nauseous draught of life go down’: but if the draught 
be not nauseous, if it be all sweet, there is no occasion for that drop.” 
Jounson : “ Many men would not be content to live so. I hope I 
should not. They would wish to have an intimate friend, with 
whom they might compare minds, and cherish private virtues.” 
One of the company mentioned Lord Chesterfield, as a man who 
had no friend. Joxunson: “ ’There were more materials to make 
friendship in Garrick, had he not been so diffused.” Boswet : 
“ Garrick was pure gold, but beat out to thin leaf. Lord Chester- 
field was tinsel.” Jounson: “ Garrick was a very good man, the 
cheerfulest man of his age ; a decent liver in a profession which is 
supposed to give indulgence to licentiousness ; and a man who gave 
away, freely, money acquired by himself. He began the world 
with a great hunger for money ; the son of a half-pay officer, bred 
in a family whose study was to make four-pence do as much as others 
made four-pence halfpenny do. But when he had got money, he 
was very liberal.”” 1 presumed to animadvert on his eulogy on 
Garrick, in his Lives of the Poets. “ You say, Sir, his death 
eclipsed the gaiety of nations.” Jounson : “ I could not have said 
more, nor less. It is the truth; eclipsed not extinguished ; and his 
death did eclipse ; it was like a storm.” Bosweti: “ But why 
nations? Did his gaiety extend farther than his own nation ?” 


A Cheerful Scot 

Jounson: “‘ Why, Sir, some exaggeration must be allowed. 
Besides, nations may be said—if we allow the Scotch to be a nation, 
and to have gaiety,—which they have not. You are an exception, 
though. Come, gentlemen, let us candidly admit that there is one 
Scotchman who is cheerful.’ BraucrerK: “ But he is a very 
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unnatural Scotchman.” I, however, continued to think the com- 
pliment to Garrick hyperbolically untrue. His acting had ceased 
some time before his death; at any rate he had acted in Ireland but 
a short time, at an early period of his life, and never in Scotland. 
I objected also to what appears an anticlimax of praise, when con- 
trasted with the preceding panegyric,—“ and diminished the public 
stock of harmless pleasure !”—‘‘Is not harmless pleasure very 
tame?” Jonson: “ Nay, Sir, harmless pleasure 1s the highest 
praise. Pleasure is a word of dubious import; pleasure is in 
general dangerous, and pernicious to virtue; to be able therefore 
to furnish pleasure that is harmless, pleasure pure and unalloyed, is 
as great a power as man can possess.” ‘This was, perhaps, as in- 
genious a defence as could be made; still, however, I was not 
satisfied. 


“ Breakfast in Splendour ”’ 

On Monday, October 4, I called at his house before he was up. 
He sent for me to his bed-side, and expressed his satisfaction at this 
incidental meeting, with as much vivacity as if he had been in the 
gaiety of youth. He called briskly, “‘ Frank go and get coffee, and 
let us breakfast in splendour.” 


Eastward Ho! 


On Sunday, October 10, we dined together at Mr Strahan’s. 
The conversation having turned on the prevailing practice of going 
to the East Indies in quest of wealth ;—Jounson: ‘“‘ A man had 
better have £10,000 at the end of ten years passed in England, than 
£20,000 at the end of ten years passed in India, because you must 
compute what you give for money ; and a man who has lived ten 
years in India has given up ten years of social comfort, and all those 
advantages which arise from living in England. The ingenious Mr 
Brown, distinguished by the name of Capability Brown, told me, 
that he was once at the seat of Lord Clive, who had returned from 
India with great wealth ; and that he shewed him at the door of his 
bed-chamber a large chest, which he said he once had full of gold ; 
upon which Brown observed, ‘ I am glad you can bear it so near 
your bed-chamber.’ ” 

We left Mr Strahan’s at seven, as Johnson had said he intended 
to go to evening prayers. As we walked along he complained of a 
little gout in his toe, and said, “I shan’t go to prayers to-night; 
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I shall go to-morrow. Whenever I miss church on a Sunday, | 
resolve to go another day. But I do not always doit.” This was 
a fair exhibition of that vibration between pious resolutions and 
indolence, which many of us have too often experienced. 

I went home with him, and we had a long quiet conversation. 

He said “ Dodsley first mentioned to me the scheme of an English 
Dictionary; but I had long thought of it.” Boswexr: ‘You did not 
know what you were undertaking.” Jounson: “ Yes, Sir, I knew 
very well what I was undertaking,—and very well how to do it,— 
and have done it very well.” Boswext: “An excellent climax! and it 
has availed you. In your Preface you say, ‘What would it avail me 
in this gloom of solitude?’ You have been agreeably mistaken.” 


“Hob or Nob” 

On Tuesday, October 12, I dined with him at Mr Ramsay’s, with 
Lord Newhaven, and some other company, none of whom I re- 
collect, but a beautiful Miss Graham, a relation of his Lordship’s, 
who asked Dr Johnson to hob or nob with her. He was flattered by 
such pleasing attention, and politely told her, he never drank wine ; 
but if she would drink a glass of water, he was much at her service. 
She accepted. ‘Oho, Sir! (said Lord Newhaven) you are caught.” 
Jounson: “Nay, I do not see sow Iam caught; butif I am caught, 
I don’t want to get free again. If Iam caught, I hope to be kept.” 
Then, when the two glasses of water were brought, smiling 
placidly to the young lady, he said, “‘ Madam, let us reciprocate.” 


Johnson and Ireland 

He, I know not why, shewed upon all occasions an aversion to 
go to Ireland, where I promised to him that we should make a tour. 
Jounson: “It is the last place where I should wish to travel.” 
Boswext : ‘ Should you not like to see Dublin, Sir?” JouNson : 
“No, Sir; Dublin is only a worse capital.” Boswett: “ Is not the 
Giant’s Causeway worth seeing?” Joxnson: ‘‘ Worth seeing ? 
yes; but not worth going to see.” 

Yet he had a kindness for the Irish nation, and thus generously 
expressed himself to a gentleman from that country, on the subject 
of an unton which artful Politicians have often had in view—‘ Do 
not make an union with us, Sir; we should unite with you, only to 
rob you. We should have robbed the Scotch, if they had any thing 
of which we could have robbed them.” 


P 
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In 1780, the world was kept in impatience for the completion 
of his Lives of the Poets, upon which he was employed so far as 
his indolence allowed him to labour. 


““TO THE REVEREND DR FARMER 
“May 25, 1780 

“ Sir, 

““T know your disposition to second any literary attempt, and 
therefore venture upon the liberty of entreating you to procure 
from College or University registers, all the dates or other informa- 
tions which they can supply relating to Ambrose Philips, Broome, 
and Gray, who were all of Cambridge, and of whose lives I am 
to give such accounts as I can gather. Be pleased to forgive this 
trouble from, Sir, 

“Your most humble servant, 
“ Sam. JOHNSON ” 


The Gordon Riots 

While Johnson was thus engaged in preparing a delightful literary 
entertainment for the world, the tranquillity of the metropolis of 
Great Britain was unexpectedly disturbed, by the most horrid series 
of outrage that ever disgraced a civilized country. A relaxation of 
some of the severe penal provisions against our fellow-subjects of the 
Catholic communion had been granted by the legislature, with an 
opposition so inconsiderable, that the genuine mildness of Christian- 
ity, united with liberal policy, seemed to have become general in 
this island. But a dark and malignant spirit of persecution soon 
shewed itself, in an unworthy petition for the repeal of the wise and 
humane statute. ‘That petition was brought forward by a mob, 
with the evident purpose of intimidation, and was justly rejected. 
But the attempt was accompanied and followed by such daring 
violence as is unexampled in history. Of this extraordinary tumult, 
Dr Johnson has given the following concise, lively, and just account 
in his Letters to Mrs Thrale : 

“On Friday, the good Protestants met in Saint George’s Fields, 
at the summons of Lord George Gordon, and, marching to West- 
minster, insulted the Lords and Commons, who all bore it with great 
tameness. At night, the outrages began by the demolition of the 
mass-house by Lincoln’s Inn. 

“* An exact journal of a week’s defiance of government I cannot 
give you. On Monday Mr Strahan, who had been insulted, spoke 
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to Lord Mansfield, who had I think been insulted too, of the licen- 
tiousness of the populace ; and his Lordship treated it as a very slight 
irregularity. On ‘Tuesday night they pulled down Fielding’s 
house, and burnt his goods in the street. ‘They had gutted on 
Monday Sir George Savile’s house, but the building was saved. 
On ‘Tuesday evening, leaving Fielding’s ruins, they went to New- 
gate to demand their companions, who had been seized demolishing 
the chapel. ‘The keeper could not release them but by the Mayor’s 
permission, which he went to ask; at his return, he found all the 
prisoners released, and Newgate in a blaze. ‘They then went to 
Bloomsbury, and fastened upon Lord Mansfield’s house, which 
they pulled down ; and as for his goods, they totally burnt them. 
‘They have since gone to Caen Wood, buta guard was there before 
them. ‘They plundered some Papists, I think, and burnt a mass- 
house in Moorfields the same night. 

“On Wednesday I walked with Dr Scott to look at Newgate, and 
found it in ruins, with the fire yet glowing. As I went by, the 
Protestants were plundering the Sessions-house at the Old Bailey. 
‘There were not, | believe, a hundred ; but they did their work at 
leisure, in full security, without sentinels, without trepidation, as 
men lawfully employed in full day. Such is the cowardice of a 
commercial place. On Wednesday they broke open the Fleet, and 
the King’s Bench, and the Marshalsea, and Wood Street Compter, 
and Clerkenwell Bridewell, and released all the prisoners. 

** At night they set fire to the Fleet, and to the King’s Bench, and 
I know not how many other places; and one might see the glare of 
conflagration fill the sky from many parts. ‘The sight was dreadful. 
Some people were threatened : Mr Strahan advised me to take care 
of myself. Such a time of terror you have been happy in not seeing. 

“The King said in council, ‘ That the magistrates had not done 
their duty, but that he would do his own’: and a proclamation was 
published directing us to keep our servants within doors, as the 
peace was now to be preserved by force. ‘The soldiers were sent 
out to different parts, and the town is now [Fuze g,] at quiet. 

‘* The soldiers are stationed so as to be every where within call : 
there is no longer any body of rioters, and the individuals are 
hunted to their holes, and led to prison. Lord George was last 
night sent to the Tower. Mr John Wilkes was this day in my 
neighbourhood, to seize the publisher of a seditious paper. 

Several chapels have been destroyed, and several inoffensive 
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Papists have been plundered, but the high sport was to burn 
the jails. ‘This was a good rabble trick. ‘The debtors and the 
criminals were all set at liberty ; but of the criminals, as has always 
happened, many are already retaken; and two pirates have sur- 
rendered themselves, and it is expected that they will be pardoned. 

“ Government now acts again with its proper force ; and we are 
all under the protection of the King and the law. I thought that it 
would be agreeable to you and my master to have my testimony to 
the public security ; and that you would sleep more quietly when I 
told you that you are safe. 

“There has, indeed, been an universal panic, from which the 
King was the first that recovered. Without the concurrence of his 
ministers, or the assistance of the civil magistrates, he put the soldiers 
in motion, and saved the town from calamities, such as a rabble’s 
government must naturally produce. 

“The public has escaped a very heavy calamity. The rioters 
attempted the Bank on Wednesday night, but in no great number ; 
and, like other thieves, with no great resolution. Jack Wilkes headed 
the party that drove them away. It is agreed, that if they had 
seized the Bank on Tuesday, at the height of the panic, when no 
resistance had been prepared, they might have carried irrecoverably 
away whatever they had found. Jack, who was always zealous for 
order and decency, declares, that, if he be trusted with power, he 
will not leave a rioter alive. ‘There is, however, now no longer any 
need of heroism or bloodshed; no blue riband is any longer worn.” 

Such was the end of this miserable sedition, from which London 
was delivered by the magnanimity of the Sovereign himself. What- 
ever some may maintain, I am satisfied that there was no combina- 
tion or plan, either domestic or foreign; but that the mischief spread 
by a gradual contagion of frenzy, augmented by the quantities of 
fermented liquors, of which the deluded populace possessed them- 
selves in the course of their depredations. 


The Fire at Newgate 
I should think myself very much to blame,did I here neglect to do 
justice to my esteemed friend Mr Akerman, the keeper of Newgate, 
who long discharged a very important trust with an uniform intrepid 
firmness, and at the same time a tenderness and a liberal charity, 
which entitle him to be recorded with distinguished honour. 
Upon this occasion, from the timidity and negligence of magis- 
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tracy on the one hand, and the almost incredible exertions of the 
mob on the other, the first prison of this great country was laid open, 
and the prisoners set free ; but that Mr Akerman, whose house was 
burnt, would have prevented all this, had proper aid been sent him 
in due time, there can be no doubt. 

Many years ago, a fire broke out in the brick part which was built 
as an addition to the old gaol of Newgate. ‘The prisoners were in 
consternation and tumult, calling out, “ We shall be burnt—we 
shall be burnt! Down with the gate !—down with the gate!” 
Mr Akerman hastened to them, shewed himself at the gate, and 
having, after some confused vociferation of “ Hear him—hear 
him !”’ obtained a silent attention, he then calmly told them, that 
the gate must not go down ; that they were under his care, and that 
they should not be permitted to escape: but that he could assure 
them, they need not be afraid of being burnt, for that the fire was 
not in the prison, properly so called, which was strongly built with 
stone : and that if they would engage to be quiet, he himself would 
come in to them, and conduct them to the farther end of the build- 
ing, and would not go out till they gave him leave. ‘To this pro- 
posal they agreed; upon which Mr Akerman, having first made 
them fall back from the gate, went in, and with a determined 
resolution ordered the outer turnkey upon no account to open the 
gate, even though the prisoners (though he trusted they would not) 
should break their word, and by force bring himself to order it. 
“Never mind me (said he,) should that happen.” The prisoners 
peaceably followed him, while he conducted them through passages 
of which he had the keys, to the extremity of the gaol, which was 
most distant from the fire. Having by this very judicious conduct 
fully satisfied them that there was no immediate risk, if any at all, 
he then addressed them thus : “ Gentlemen, you are now convinced 
that I told you true. I have no doubt that the engines will soon 
extinguish this fire; if they should not, a sufficient guard will 
come, and you shall be all taken out and lodged in the Compters. I 
assure you, upon my word and honour, that I have not a farthing 
insured. I have left my house that I might take care of you. I 
will keep my promise, and stay with you if you insist upon it; but 
if you will allow me to go out and look after my family and property, 
I shall be obliged to you.” Struck with his behaviour, they called 
out, “ Master Akerman, you have done bravely ; it was very kind 
in you: by all means, go and take care of your own concerns.” 
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He did so accordingly, while they remained, and were all pre- 
served. 

Johnson has been heard to relate the substance of this story with 
high praise, in which he was joined by Mr Burke. My illustrious 
friend, speaking of Mr Akerman’s kindness to his prisoners, pro- 
nounced this eulogy upon his character :—‘* He who has long had 
constantly in his view the worst of mankind, and is yet eminent for 
the humanity of his disposition, must have had it originally in a great 
degree, and continued to cultivate it very carefully.” 


Idle at Seventy-one! 

On his birth-day, Johnson has this note: “ I am now beginning 
the seventy-second year of my life, with more strength of body, and 
greater vigour of mind, than I think is common at that age.” But 
still he complains of sleepless nights and idle days, and forgetfulness, 
or neglect of resolutions. He thus pathetically expresses himself : 
“ Surely I shall not spend my whole life with my own total disap- 
probation.” 


“* TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“Dear Sir, 

“‘T am sorry to write you a letter that will not please you, and 
yet it is at last what I resolve todo. ‘This year must pass without 
an interview; the summer has been foolishly lost, like many other 
of my summers and winters. I hardly saw a green field, but staid 
in town to work, without working much. 

“Mr Thrale’s loss of health has lost him the election; he is 
now going to Brighthelmstone, and expects me to go with him; and 
how long I shall stay, I cannot tell. Ido not much like the place, 
but yet I shall go, and stay while my stay is desired. We must, 
therefore, content ourselves with knowing, what we know as well as 
man can know the mind of man, that we love one another, and that 
we wish each other’s happiness, and that the lapse of a year cannot 
lessen our mutual kindness. 

“* T was pleased to be told that I accused Mrs Boswell unjustly, in 
supposing that she bears me ill-will. I love you so much, that I 
would be glad to love all that love you, and that you love; and I 
have love very ready for Mrs Boswell, if she thinks it worthy of 
acceptance. I hope all the young ladies and gentlemen are well. 

“I take a great liking to your brother. He tells me that his 
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father received him kindly, but not fondly ; however, you seemed 
to have lived well enough at Auchinleck, while you staid. Make 
your father as happy as you can. 

“You lately told me of your health: I can tell you in return, 
that my health has been, for more than a year past, better than it has 
been for many years before. Perhaps it may please God to give us 
some time together before we are parted. 

“Tam, dear Sir, 
“ Yours, most affectionately, 


“Oct. 17, 1780” “Sam. JOHNSON 


Boswell is Disappointed 

Being disappointed in my hopes of meeting Johnson this year, so 
that I could hear none of his admirable sayings, I shall compensate 
for this want by inserting a collection of them, for which I am in- 
debted to my worthy friend Mr Langton, whose kind communica- 
tions have been separately interwoven in many parts of this work. 
Very few articles of this collection were committed to writing by 
himself, he not having that habit; which he regrets, and which 
those who know the numerous opportunities he had of gathering 
the rich fruits of fomsonian wit and wisdom, must ever regret. 
I however found, in conversation with him, that a good store of 
JoHNsoNIANA was treasured in his mind; and I compared it to 
Herculaneum, or some old Roman field, which, when dug, fully 
rewards the labour employed. ‘The authenticity of every article is 
unquestionable. For the expression, I, who wrote them down in 
his presence, am partly answerable. 


Self-criticism 

“* When in good humour, he would talk of his own writings with 
a wonderful frankness and candour, and would even criticise them 
with the closest severity. One day, having read over one of his 
Ramblers, Mr Langton asked him, how he liked that paper; he 
shook his head, and answered, ‘too wordy.’ At another time, 
when one was reading his tragedy of /rene, to a company at a house 
in the country, he left the room : and somebody having asked him 
the reason of this, he replied, ‘ Sir, I thought it had been better.’ ” 

“ He would allow no settled indulgence of idleness upon prin- 
ciple, and always repelled every attempt to urge excuses for it. A 
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friend one day suggested, that it was not wholesome to study soon 
after dinner. Jounson: ‘ Ah, Sir, don’t give way to such a fancy. 
At one time of my life I had taken it into my head that it was not 
whoiesome to study between breakfast and dinner.’ ” 

“ His affection for Topham Beauclerk was so great, that when 
Beauclerk was labouring under that severe illness which at last 
occasioned his death, Johnson said, (with a voice faltering with 
emotion,) ‘ Sir, I would walk to the extent of the diameter of the 
earth to save Beauclerk.’ ” 


Of Toleration 

“Talking on the subject of toleration one day when some friends 
were with him in his study, he made his usual remark, that the State 
has a right to regulate the religion of the people, who are the chil- 
dren of the state. A clergyman having readily acquiesced in this, 
Johnson, who loved discussion, observed, ‘ But, Sir, you must go 
round to other states than our own. You do not know what a 
Bramin has to say for himself. In short, Sir, I have got no farther 
than this : every man has a right to utter what he thinks truth, and 
every other man has a right to knock him down for it. Martyr- 
dom is the test.’ ”” 


Of Foreigners 

“* An eminent foreigner, when he was shewn the British Museum, 
was very troublesome with many absurd inquiries. ‘ Now there, 
Sir, (said he,) is the difference between an Englishman and aFrench- 
man. A Frenchman must always be talking, whether he knows 
any thing of the matter or not; an Englishman is content to say 
nothing, when he has nothing to say.’ ” 

“His unjust contempt for foreigners was, indeed, extreme. One 
evening, at Old Slaughter’scoffee-house, when a number of them were 
talking loud about little matters, he said, ‘ Does not this confirm old 
Meynell’s observation—For any thing I see, foreigners are fools?’” 


Burke’s Conversation 


“He used frequently to observe, that men might be very eminent 
in a profession, without our perceiving any particular power of mind 
in them in conversation. ‘ It seems strange (said he) that a man 
should see so far to the right, who sees so short a way to the left. 
Burke is the only man whose common conversation corresponds 
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with the general fame which he has in the world. Take up what- 
ever topic you please, he is ready to meet you.’” 


Of Reading at Choice 

“* Snatches of reading (said he) will not make a Bentley or a 
Clarke. They are, however, in a certain degree advantageous. I 
would put a child into a library (where no unfit books are) and let 
him read at his choice. A child should not be discouraged from 
reading any thing that he takes a liking to, from a notion that it 
is above his reach. If that be the case, the child will soon find 
it out and desist ; if not, he of course gains the instruction ; which 
is so much the more likely to come, from the inclination with which 
he takes up the study.’ ” 


Johnson learns Low Dutch 

“In the latter part of his life, in order to satisfy himself whether 
his mental faculties were impaired, he resolved that he would try to 
learn a new language, and fixed upon the Low Dutch, for that 
purpose, and this he continued till he had read about one half of 
‘Thomas 4 Kempis; and finding that there appeared no abatement 
of his power of acquisition, he then desisted, as thinking the experi- 
ment had been duly tried. Mr Burke justly observed, that this 
was not the most vigorous trial, Low Dutch being a language so near 
to our own; had it been one of the languages entirely different, he 
might have been very soon satisfied.” 


The Influence of Music 

“* Mr Langton and he having gone to see a Freemason’s funeral 
procession, when they were at Rochester, and some solemn music 
being played on French horns, he said, ‘ This is the first time that 
I have ever been affected by musical sounds’; adding, ‘ that the 
impression made upon him was of a melancholy kind.” Mr Lang- 
ton saying, that this effect was a fine one.—Jounson : ‘ Yes, if it 
softens the mind so as to prepare it for the reception of salutary feel- 
ings, it may be good: but inasmuch as it is melancholy per se, it is 
bad.’” 


Shakspeare 
“ Drinking tea one day at Garrick’s with Mr Langton, he was 
questioned if he was not somewhat of a heretic as to Shakspeare ; 
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said Garrick, ‘ I doubt he isa little of an infidel.’ Sir, (said John- 
son,) I will stand by the lines I have written on Shakspeare in my 
Prologue at the opening of your Theatre.’ Mr Langton suggested, 
that in the line 


And panting Time toil’d after him in vain ; 


Johnson might have had in his eye the passage in the Tempest, where 
Prospero says of Miranda, 


— She will outstrip all praise, 
And make it halt behind her. 


Johnson said nothing. Garrick then ventured to observe, ‘ I do not 
think that the happiest line in the praise of Shakspeare.’? Johnson 
exclaimed (smiling,) ‘ Prosaical rogues ! next time I write, I’ll make 
both time and space pant.’ ” 


Johnson and Burke 

““ As Johnson always allowed the extraordinary talents of Mr 
Burke, so Mr Burke was fully sensible of the wonderful powers of 
Johnson. Mr Langton recollects having passed an evening with 
both of them, when Mr Burke repeatedly entered upon topics which 
it was evident he would have illustrated with extensive knowledge 
and richness of expression ; but Johnson always seized upon the 
conversation, in which, however, he acquitted himself in a most mas- 
terly manner. As Mr Burke and Mr Langton were walking home, 
Mr Burke observed that Johnson had been very great that night ; 
Mr Langton joined in this, but added, he could have wished to hear 
more from another person; (plainly intimating that he meant Mr 
Burke,) ‘ O, no (said Mr Burke,) it is enough for me to have rung 
the bell to him.’ ” 

“* Beauclerk having observed to him of one of their friends, that 
he was awkward at counting money, ‘ Why, Sir,’ said Johnson, ‘ I 
am likewise awkward at counting money. But then, Sir, the reason 
is plain; I have had very little money to count.’ ”’ 

“He had an abhorrence of affectation. Talking of old Mr 
Langton, of whom he said, ‘ Sir, you will seldom see such a gentle- 
man, such are his stores of literature, such his knowledge in divinity, 
and such his exemplary life’; he added, ‘and Sir, he has no grimace, 
no gesticulation, no bursts of admiration on trivial occasions; he 
never embraces you with an overacted cordiality.’”’ 

“ Being in company with a gentleman who thought fit to main- 
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tain Dr Berkeley’s ingenious philosophy, that nothing exists but as 
perceived by some mind; when the gentleman was going away, 
Johnson said to him, ‘ Pray, Sir, don’t leave us ; for we may perhaps 
forget to think of you, and then you will cease to exist.’ ” 


Richardson and Goldsmith 

“* Richardson had little conversation, except about his own works, 
of which Sir Joshua Reynolds, said he, was always willing to talk, 
and glad to have them introduced. Johnson when he carried Mr 
Langton to see him, professed that he could bring him out into con- 
versation, and used this illusive expression, ‘ Sir, I can make him 
rear.” But he failed: for in that interview Richardson said little 
else than that there lay in the room a translation of his C/arissa into 
German.” 

“* Of a certain noble Lord, he said, ‘ Respect him, you could not ; 
for he had no mind of his own. Love him you could not; for 
that which you could do with him, every one else could.’ ” 

** Of Dr Goldsmith he said, ‘ No man was more foolish when he 
had not a pen in his hand, or more wise when he had.’ ” 

““ He observed once, at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, that a beggar in 
the street will more readily ask alms from a maz, though there should 
be no marks of wealth in his appearance, than from even a well- 
dressed woman; which he accounted for from the great degree of 
carefulness as to money, that is to be found in women; saying 
farther upon it, that the opportunities in general that they possess 
of improving their condition are much fewer than men have; and 
adding, as he looked round the company, which consisted of men 
only,—there is not one of us who does not think he might be richer, 
if he would use his endeavour.” 


A Task completed 

In 1781, Johnson at last completed his Lives of the Poets, of which 
he gives this account : “ Some time in March I finished the Lives of 
the Poets, which I wrote in my usual way, dilatorily and hastily, un- 
willing to work, and working with vigour and haste.” In a memo- 
randum previous to this, he says of them: “ Written, I hope, in 
such a manner as may tend to the promotion of piety.” 

This is the work, which of all Dr Johnson’s writings will perhaps 
be read most generally, and with most pleasure. Philology and 
biography were his favourite pursuits, and those who lived most in 
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intimacy with him, heard him upon all occasions, when there was 
a proper opportunity, take delight in expatiating upon the various 
merits of the English Poets: upon the niceties of their characters, 
and the events of their progress through the world which they con- 
tribute to illuminate. His mind was so full of that kind of informa- 
tion, and it was so well arranged in his memory, that in performing 
what he had undertaken in this way, he had little more to do than to 
put his thoughts upon paper; exhibiting first each Poet’s life, and 
then subjoining a critical examination of his genius and works. 
But when he began to write, the subject swelled in such a manner, 
that instead of prefaces to each poet, of no more than a few pages, as 
he had originally intended, he produced an ample rich, and most 
entertaining view of them in every respect. The booksellers, 
justly sensible of the great additional value of the copyright, pre- 
sented him with another hundred pounds, over and above two 
hundred, for which his agreement was to furnish such prefaces as 
he thought fit. : 

This was, however, but a small recompense for such a collection 
of biography, and such principles and illustrations of criticism, as, if 
digested and arranged in one system, by some modern Aristotle 
or Longinus, might form a code upon that subject, such as no other 
nation can shew. As he was so good as to make me a present of the 
greatest part of the original and indeed only manuscript of this 
admirable work, I have an opportunity of observing with wonder 
the correctness with which he rapidly struck off such glowing com- 
position. 


Liberty and Necessity 

I wrote to him in February, complaining of having been troubled 
by a recurrence of the perplexing question of Liberty and Necessity ; 
—and mentioning that I hoped soon to meet him again in London. 


“TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

“Dear Sir, 

“T hoped you had got rid of all this hypocrisy of misery. What 
have you to do with Liberty and Necessity ? Or what more than 
to hold your tongue about it? Do not doubt but that I shall be most 
heartily glad to see you here again, for I love every part about you 
but your affectation of distress. 

“ Thave at last finished my Lives, and have laid up for you a load 
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of copy, all out of order, so that it will amuse you a long time to 
set it right. Come to me, my dear Bozzy, and let us be as happy as 
wecan. We will go again to the Mitre, and talk old times over. 
“Tam, dear Sir, 
“ Yours affectionately, 


“ 
“ March 14, 1781” Sam. JoHNsoN 


An Accidental Meeting 

On Monday, March 19, I arrived in London, and on Tuesday, 
the 20th, met him in Fleet Street, walking, or rather indeed moving 
along ; for his peculiar march is thus described in a very just and 
picturesque manner, in a short Life of him published very soon 
after his death :—‘“* When he walked the streets, what with the 
constant roll of his head, and the concomitant motion of his body, 
he appeared to make his way by that motion, independent of his 
feet.” That he was often much stared at while he advanced in 
this manner, may easily be believed ; but it was not safe to make 
sport of one so robust as he was. Mr Langton saw him one day, 
in a fit of absence, by a sudden start, drive the load off a porter’s back, 
and walk forward briskly, without being conscious of what he had 
done. ‘The porter was very angry, but stood still, and eyed the 
huge figure with much earnestness, till he was satisfied that his 
wisest course was to be quiet, and take up his burden again. 

Our accidental meeting in the street, after a long separation, was 
a pleasing surprise to us both. He stepped aside with me into 
Falcon Court, and made kind inquiries about my family ; and, as 
we were in a hurry going different ways, I promised to call on him 
next day; he said he was engaged to go out in the morning. 
“ Barly, Sir?” said I. Jounson: “* Why, Sir, a London morning 
does not go with the sun.” 

I waited on him next evening, and he gave me a great portion of 
his original manuscript of his Lives of the Poets, which he had pre- 
served for me. 

I found, on visiting his friend, Mr Thrale, that he was now very 
ill, and had removed, I suppose by the solicitation of Mrs Thrale, 
to a house in Grosvenor Square. I was sorry to see him sadly 
changed in his appearance. 

He told me I might now have the pleasure to see Dr John- 
son drink wine again, for he had lately returned to it. When I 
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mentioned this to Johnson, he said, “ I drink it now sometimes, but 
not socially.” ‘The first evening that I was with him at Thrale’s, I 
observed he poured a large quantity of it into a glass, and swallowed 
it greedily. Every thing about his character and manners was 
forcible and violent; there never was any moderation; many a 
day did he fast, many a year did he refrain from wine; but 
when he did eat, it was voraciously; when he did drink wine, 
it was copiously. He could practise abstinence, but not tem- 
perance. 


Shakspeare v. Milton 

Mrs Thrale and I had a dispute, whether Shakspeare or Milton 
had drawn the most admirable picture of aman. I was for Shak- 
speare ; Mrs Thrale for Milton ; and, after a fair hearing, Johnson 
decided for my opinion. 


A Cornish Recipe 

On Friday, March 30, I dined with him at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, 
with the Earl of Charlemont, Sir Annesley Stewart, Mr Eliot, of 
Port Eliot, Mr Burke, Dean Marlay, Mr Langton ; a most agree- 
able day, of which I regret that every circumstance is not pre- 
served ; but it is unreasonable to require such a multiplication of 
felicity. 

Mr Eliot mentioned a curious liquor, peculiar to his country, 
which the Cornish fishermen drink. They call it Mahogany; and 
it is made of two parts gin,and one part treacle, well beaten together. 
I begged to have some of it made, which was done with proper skill 
by Mr Eliot. I thought it very good liquor; and said it was a 
counterpart of what is called Athol Porridge in the Highlands of 
Scotland, which is a mixture of whisky and honey. Johnson said, 
“that must be a better liquor than the Cornish, for both its com- 
ponent parts are better.” He also observed, ““ Mahogany must bea 
modern name ; for it is not long since the wood called mahogany 
was known in this country.” I mentioned his scale of liquors :— 
claret for boys,—port for men,—brandy for heroes. “‘ ‘Then (said 
Mr Burke) let me have claret : I love to be a boy ; to have the care- 
less gaiety of boyish days.” Jounson: “ I should drink claret too, 
if it would give me that: but it does not; it neither makes boys 
men, nor men boys, You'll be drowned by it, before it has any 
effect upon you.” 
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Death of Mr Thrale 

Mr Thrale appeared very lethargic to-day [on Sunday, April 
1]. I saw him again on Monday evening, at which time he was 
not thought to be in immediate danger ; but early in the morning 
of Wednesday the 4th, he expired. Johnson was in the house, and 
thus mentions the event: “ I felt almost the last flutter of his pulse, 
and looked for the last time upon the face that for fifteen years had 
never been turned upon me but with respect and benignity.” Upon 
that day there was a Ca// of the Lirrrary CLus; but Johnson 
apologized for his absence by the following note : 


“Mr Johnson knows that Sir Joshua Reynolds and the other 
gentlemen will excuse his incompliance with the Call, when they 
are told that Mr Thrale died this morning. 


“Wednesday ”’ 


Johnson as a Man of Business 

Mr Thrale’s death was a very essential loss to Johnson, who, 
although he did not foresee all that afterwards happened, was 
sufficiently convinced that the comforts which Mr Thrale’s family 
afforded him, would now in a great measure cease. He, however, 
continued to shew a kind attention to his widow and children as 
long as it was acceptable : and he took upon him, with a very earnest 
concern, the office of one of his executors, the importance of which 
seemed greater than usual to him, from his circumstances having 
been always such, that he had scarcely any share in the real business 
of life. - His friends of the Crus were in hopes that Mr Thrale 
might have made a liberal provision for him for his life, which, as 
Mr Thrale left no son, and a very large fortune, it would have been 
highly to his honour to have done; and, considering Dr Johnson’s 
age, could not have been of long duration ; but he bequeathed him 
only two hundred pounds, which was the legacy given to each of 
his executors. I could not but be somewhat diverted by hearing 
Johnson talk in a pompous manner of his new office, and particu- 
larly of the concerns of the brewery, which it was at last resolved 
should be sold. Lord Lucan tells a very good story, which, if not 
precisely exact, is certainly characteristical : that when the sale of 
Thrale’s brewery was going forward, Johnson appeared bustling 
about, with an inkhorn and pen in his button-hole, like an excise- 
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man ; and on being asked what he really considered to be the value 
of the property which was to be disposed of, answered, “ We are 
not here to sell a parcel of boilers and vats, but the potentiality of 
growing rich beyond the dreams of avarice.” 


The Futility of Lectures 

On Sunday, April 15, being Easter-day, after solemn worship in 
St Paul’s Church, I found him alone; Dr Scott, of the Commons, 
came in. He talked of its having been said, that Addison wrote 
some of his best papers in Te Spectator, when warm with wine. 
Dr Johnson did not seem willing to admit this. Dr Scott, as a con- 
firmation of it, related, that Blackstone, a sober man, composed his 
Commentaries with a bottle of port before him ; and found his mind 
invigorated and supported in the fatigue of his great Work, by a 
temperate use of it. 

We talked of the difference between the mode of education at 
Oxford, and that in those colleges where instruction is chiefly con- 
veyed by lectures. Jounson: “ Lectures were once useful; but 
now, when all can read, and books are so numerous, lectures are un- 
necessary. Ifyour attention fails, and you miss a part of the lecture, 
it is lost ; you cannot go back, as you do upon a book.” Dr Scott 
agreed with him. “ But yet, (said I,) Dr Scott, you yourself gave 
lectures at Oxford.” He smiled. “‘ You laughed then (said I) at 
those who came to you.” 


Johnson as Captain Macheath 

Some time after this, upon his making a remark which escaped 
my attention, Mrs Williams and Mrs Hall were both together striv- 
ing toanswer him. He grew angry, and called out loudly, “‘ Nay, 
when you both speak at once, it is intolerable.” But checking him- 
self, and softening, he said, “‘ This one may say, though you are 
ladies.” ‘Then he brightened into gay humour, and addressed them 
in the words of one of the songs in T’ke Beggar’s Opera : 


«* But two at a time there’s no mortal can bear.’’ 


“ What, Sir, (said I,) are you going to turn Captain Macheath ? ” 
There was something as pleasantly ludicrous in this scene as can be 
imagined. ‘The contrast between Macheath, Polly, and Lucy— 
and Dr Samuel Johnson; blind, peevish Mrs Williams, and lean, 
lank, preaching Mrs Hall, was exquisite. 
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A Happy Day 


On Friday, April 20, I spent with him one of the happiest days 
that I remember to have enjoyed in the whole course of my life. 
Mrs Garrick, whose grief for the loss of her husband was, I believe, 
as sincere as wounded affection and admiration could produce, 
had this day, for the first time since his death, a select party of his 
friends to dine with her. "The company was Miss Hannah More, 
who lived with her, and whom she called her Chaplain ; Mrs Bos- 
cawen, Mrs Elizabeth Carter, Sir Joshua Reynolds, Dr Burney, Dr 
Johnson, and myself. We found ourselves very elegantly enter- 
tained at her house in the Adelphi, where I have passed many a 
pleasing hour with him, “ who gladdened life.” She looked well, 
talked of her husband with complacency, and while she cast her 
eyes on his portrait, which hung over the chimney-piece, said, that 
“death was now the most agreeable object to her.” The very 
semblance of David Garrick was cheering. Mr Beauclerk, with 
happy propriety, inscribed under that fine portrait of him, which 
by Lady Diana’s kindness is now the property of my friend Mr 
Langton, the following passage from his beloved Shakspeare : 

A merrier man, 

Within the limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk withal, 

His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 
Which his fair tongue (Conceit’s expositor) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged years play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 


We were all in fine spirits; and I whispered to Mrs Boscawen, 
** T believe this is as much as can be made of life.” In addition to 
a splendid entertainment, we were regaled with Lichfield ale, which 
had a peculiar appropriate value. Sir Joshua, and Dr Burney, and 
I, drank cordially of it to Dr Johnson’s health; and though he would 
not join us, he as cordially answered, “ Gentlemen, I wish you all 
as well as you do me.” 


Literary Lives 
In the evening we had a large company in the drawing-room ; 
several ladies, the Bishop of Killaloe, Dr Percy, Mr Chamberlayne 
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of the Treasury, etc. etc. Somebody said, the life of a mere literary 
man could not be very entertaining. Jounson: “ But it certainly 
may. ‘This is a remark which has been made, and repeated, with- 
out justice ; why should the life of a literary man be less entertain- 
ing than the life of any other man? Are there not as interesting 
varieties in sucha life? As @ literary life, it may be very entertain- 
ing.’ Bosweii: ‘ But it must be better, surely, when it is diversi- 
fied with a little active variety—such as his having gone to Jamaica ; 
—or—his having gone to the Hebrides.” Johnson was not dis- 
pleased at this. 

He and I walked away together ; we stopped a little while by the 
rails of the Adelphi, looking on the Thames, and I said to him with 
some emotion, that I was now thinking of two friends we had lost, 
who once lived in the buildings behind us, Beauclerk and Garrick. 
“ Ay, Sir, (said he, tenderly,) and two such friends as cannot be 
supplied.” 

For some time after this day, I did not see him very often, and of 
the conversation which I did enjoy, I am sorry to find I have pre- 
served but little. I was at this time engaged in a variety of other 
matters, which required exertion and assiduity, and necessarily 
occupied almost all my time. 


Another Dinner with Mr Wilkes 

On Tuesday, May 8, I had the pleasure of again dining with him 
and Mr Wilkes, at Mr Dilly’s. No zegotiation was now required 
to bring them together ; for Johnson was so well satisfied with the 
former interview, that he was very glad to meet Wilkes again, who 
was this day seated between Dr Beattie and Dr Johnson (between 
Truth and Reason, as General Paoli said, when I told him of it.) 
Wirxes: “J have been thinking, Dr Johnson, that there should be a 
bill brought into Parliament that the controverted elections for Scot- 
Jand should be tried in that country, at their own Abbey of Holy- 
rood House, and not here; for the consequence of trying them here 
is, that we have an inundation of Scotchmen, who come up and never 
go back again. Now, here is Boswell, who is come upon the elec- 
tion for his own country, which will not last a fortnight.” Joxn- 
son: “ Nay, Sir, I see no reason why they should be tried at all ; 
for, you know, one Scotchman is as good as another.” Wirxts : 
“ Pray, Boswell, how much may be got in a year by an Advocate at 
the Scotch bar?” Boswex: “‘ I believe, two thousand pounds,” 
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Wires: “ How can it be possible to spend that money in Scot- 
land?” Jounson: “ Why, Sir, the money may be spent in 
England ; but there is a harder question. If one man in Scotland 
gets possession of two thousand pounds, what remains for all the 
rest of the nation?” Wruxes: ‘ You know, in the last war, the 
immense booty which Thurot carried off by the complete plunder 
of seven Scotch isles; he re-embarked with three and sixpence.” 
Here again Johnson and Wilkes joined in extravagant sportive 
raillery upon the supposed poverty of Scotland, which Dr Beattie 
and I did not think it worth our while to dispute. 
_ The subject of quotation being introduced, Mr Wilkes censured 
itas pedantry. Jounson: “ No, Sir, it isa good thing ; there is a 
community of mind init. Classical quotation is the paro/e of literary 
men all over the world.” Wru1xes: “‘ Upon the continent, they all 
quote the Vulgate Bible. Shakspeare is chiefly quoted here; and 
we quote also Pope, Prior, Butler, Waller, and sometimes Cowley.” 
We talked of Letter-writing. Jonnson: “ It is now become so 
much the fashion to publish letters, that, in order to avoid it, I put 
as little into mine as I can.” Bosweti: “ Do what you will, Sir, 
you cannot avoid it. Should you even write as ill as you can, your 
letters would be published as curiosities : 


Behold a miracle! instead of wit, 
See two dull lines with Stanhope’s pencil writ.”’ 


Mr Wilkes said to me, loud enough for Dr Johnson to hear, 
“ Dr Johnson should make me a present of his Lives of the Poets, 
as I am a poor patriot, who cannot afford to buy them.”” Johnson 
seemed to take no notice of this hint ; but ina little while, he called 
to Mr Dilly, “ Pray, Sir, be so good as to send a set of my Lives to 
Mr Wilkes, with my compliments.” ‘This was accordingly done ; 
and Mr Wilkes paid Dr Johnson a visit, was courteously received, 
and sat with him a long time. 

The company gradually dropped away. Mr Dilly himself was 
called down stairs upon business; I left the room for some time ; 
when I returned, I was struck with observing Dr Samuel Johnson 
and John Wilkes, Esq. literally téte-d-réte ; for they were reclined 
upon their chairs, with their heads leaning almost close to each 
other, and talking earnestly, in a kind of confidential whisper, of 
the personal quarrel between George the Second and the King 
of Prussia. Such a scene of perfectly easy sociality between two 
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such opponents in the war of political controversy, as that which I 
now beheld, would have been an excellent subject for a picture. 
It presented to my mind the happy days which are foretold in 
Scripture, when the lion shall lie down with the kid. 


Johnson in Argument 

Johnson could not brook appearing to be worsted in argument, 
even when he had taken the wrong side, to shew the force and 
dexterity of his talents. When, therefore, he perceived that 
his opponent gained ground, he had recourse to some sudden mode 
of robust sophistry. Once, when I was pressing upon him with 
visible advantage, he stopped me thus :—* My dear Boswell, let’s 
have no more of this; you’ll make nothing of it. Id rather have 
you whistle a Scotch tune.” 

Care, however, must be taken to distinguish between Johnson 
when he “ talked for victory,” and Johnson when he had no desire 
but to inform and illustrate——‘‘ One of Johnson’s principal talents 
(says an eminent friend of his) was shewn in maintaining the wrong 
side of an argument, and in a splendid perversion of the truth.—If 
you could contrive to have his fair opinion on a subject, and without 
any bias from personal prejudice, or from a wish to be victorious 
in argument, it was wisdom itself, not only convincing, but over- 
powering.” 


His Contentment 


I asked him, if he was not dissatisfied with having so small a share 
of wealth, and none of those distinctions in the state which are the 
objects of ambition. He had only a pension of three hundred a 
year. Why was he not in such circumstances as to keep his coach ? 
Why had he not some considerable office? Jounson: “ Sir, I have 
never complained of the world; nor do I think that I have reason 
to complain. It is rather to be wondered at that I have so much. 
My pension is more out of the usual course of things than any in- 
stance that I have known. Here, Sir, was a man avowedly no 
friend to Government at the time, who got a pension without 
asking for it. I never courted the great; they sent for me; but I 
think they now give me up. ‘They are satisfied: they have seen 
enough of me.” Upon my observing that I could not believe this, 
for they must certainly be highly pleased by his conversation ; con- 
scious of his own superiority, he answered, “ No, Sir; great Lords 
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and great Ladies don’t love to have their mouths stopped.” This 
was very expressive of the effect which the force of his understand- 
ing and brilliancy of his fancy could not but produce ; and, to be 
sure, they must have found themselves strangely diminished in his 
company. When I warmly declared how happy I was at all times 
to hear him ;—“‘ Yes, Sir (said he ;) but if you were Lord Chan- 
cellor, it would not be so: you would then consider your own 
dignity.” 

There was much truth and knowledge of human nature in this 
remark. But certainly one should think, that in whatever elevated 
state of life a man who knew the value of the conversation of John- 
son might be placed, though he might prudently avoid a situation 
in which he might appear lessened by comparison; yet he would 
frequently gratify himself in private with the participation of 
the rich intellectual entertainment which Johnson could furnish. 
Strange, however, is it, to consider how few of the great sought his 
society ; so that, if one were disposed to take occasion for satire on 
that account, very conspicuous objects present themselves. His 
noble friend, Lord Elibank, well observed, that if a great man pro- 
cured an interview with Johnson, and did not wish to see him more, 
it shewed a mere idle curiosity, and a wretched want of relish for 
extraordinary powers of mind. Mrs Thrale justly and wittily 
accounted for such conduct by saying, that Johnson’s conversation 
was by much too strong for a person accustomed to obsequiousness 
and flattery ; it was mustard in a young child’s mouth ! 


Knowledge and Ignorance 

On Saturday, June 2, I set out for Scotland, and had promised 
to pay a visit, in my way, as I sometimes did, at Southill, in Bedford- 
shire, at the hospitable mansion of Squire Dilly, the elder brother 
of my worthy friends, the booksellers, in the Poultry. Dr Johnson 
agreed to be of the party this year, with Mr Charles Dilly and me, 
and to go and see Lord Bute’s seat at Luton Hoe. He talked little 
to us in the carriage, being chiefly occupied in reading Dr Watson’s 
second volume of Chemical Essays, which he liked very well, and his 
own Prince of Abyssinia, on which he seemed to be intensely fixed ; 
having told us, that he had not looked at it since it was first published. 
I happened to take it out of my pocket this day, and he seized 
upon it with avidity. He pointed out to me the following remark- 
able passage: “‘ By what means (said the prince) are the Europeans 
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thus powerful ; or why, since they can so easily visit Asia and Africa 
for trade or conquest, cannot the Asiatics and Africans invade their 
coasts, plant colonies in their ports, and give laws to their natural 
princes? ‘The same wind that carried them back would bring us 
thither.”,—‘‘ They are more powerful, Sir, than we, (answered 
Imlack) because they are wiser. Knowledge will always predomi- 
nate over ignorance, as man governs the other animals. But why 
their knowledge is more than ours, I know not what reason can be 
given, but the unsearchable will of the Supreme Being.” He said, 
“This, Sir, no man can explain otherwise.” 


Authors and Booksellers 

Upon the road we talked of the uncertainty of profit with which 
authors and booksellers engage in the publication of literary works. 
Jounson: “‘ My judgment I have found is no certain rule as 
to the sale of a book.” Bosweri: “ Pray, Sir, have you been 
much plagued with authors sending you their works to revise ?” 
Jounson : “ No, Sir; I have been thought a sour, surly fellow.” 
Bosweti: “ Very lucky for you, Sir,—in that respect.” I must 
however observe, that notwithstanding what he now said, which 
he no doubt imagined at the time to be the fact, there was, per- 
haps, no man who more frequently yielded to the solicitations even 
of very obscure authors, to read their manuscripts, or more liberally 
assisted them with advice and correction. 

He found himself very happy at Squire Dilly’s, where there is 
always abundance of excellent fare, and hearty welcome. 


Remembering and Recollecting 

The Reverend Mr Smith, Vicar of Southill, a very respectable 
man, with a very agreeable family, sent an invitation to us to drink 
tea. Iremarked Dr Johnson’s very respectful politeness. "Though 
always fond of changing the scene, he said, “‘ We must have Mr 
Dilly’s leave. We cannot go from your house, Sir, without your 
permission.” We all went, and were well satisfied with our visit. 
I however remember nothing particular, except a nice distinction 
which Dr Johnson made with respect to the power of memory, 
maintaining that forgetfulness was a man’s own fault. “‘’To re- 
member and to recollect (said he) are different things. A man has 
not the power to recollect what is not in his mind; but when a 
thing is in his mind, he may remember it.” 
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‘The remark was occasioned by my leaning back on a chair, which 
a little before I had perceived to be broken, and pleading forgetful- 
ness as an excuse. “ Sir (said he,) its being broken was certainly in 
your mind.” 

In the evening I put him in mind of his promise to favour me with 
a copy of his celebrated Letter to the Earl of Chesterfield, and he was 
at last pleased to comply with this earnest request, by dictating it to 
me from his memory ; for he believed that he himself had no copy. 
There was an animated glow in his countenance while he thus 
recalled his high-minded indignation. 


Good Resolutions 

In one of his little memorandum-books is the following minute : 

“ August 9, 3 P.M. xtat. 72, in the summer-house at Streatham. 

“* After innumerable resolutions formed and neglected, I have 
retired hither, to plan a life of greater diligence, in hope that I may 
yet be useful, and be daily better prepared to appear before my 
Creator and my Judge, from whose infinite mercy I humbly call for 
assistance and support. 

“* My purpose is, 

“To pass eight hours every day in some serious employment. 

‘«« Having prayed, I purpose to employ the next six weeks upon the 
Italian language, for my settled study.” 

How venerably pious does he appear in these moments of solitude, 
and how spirited are his resolutions for the improvement of his mind, 
even in elegant literature, at a very advanced period of life, and when 
afflicted with many complaints. 


The Great Cham on Tour 

In autumn he went to Oxford, Birmingham, Lichfield, and Ash- 
bourne, for which very good reasons might be given in the conjectural 
yet positive manner of writers, who are proud to account for every 
event which they relate. He himself, however, says, ““’The motives 
of my journey I hardly know; I omitted it last year, and am not will- 
ing to miss itagain.”” But some good considerations arise, amongst 
which is the kindly recollection of Mr Hector, surgeon of Birming- 
ham. “ Hector is likewise an old friend, the only companion of my 
childhood that passed through the school with me. We have al- 
ways loved one another ; perhaps we may be made better by some 
serious conversation, of which however I have no distinct hope.” 
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He says too, “‘ At Lichfield, my native place, I hope to shew a 
good example by frequent attendance on public worship.” 

In 1782, his complaints increased, and the history of his life this 
year, is little more than a mournful recital of the variations of his 
illness, in the midst of which, however, it will appear from his 
letters, that the powers of his mind were in no degree impaired. 


“* TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

* Dear Sir, 

“‘T sit down to answer your letter on the same day in which I 
received it, and am pleased that my first letter of the year is to you. 
No man ought to be at ease while he knows himself in the wrong ; 
and I have not satisfied myself with my long silence. The letter 
relating to Mr Sinclair, however, was, I believe, never brought. 

‘“* My health has been tottering this last year: and I can give no 
very laudable account of my time. I am always hoping to do 
better than I have ever hitherto done. 

“ My journey to Ashbourne and Staffordshire was not pleasant ; 
for what enjoyment has a sick man visiting the sick ?—-Shall we ever 
have another frolick like our journey to the Hebrides ? 

“TI hope that dear Mrs Boswell will surmount her complaints ; 
in losing her you will lose your anchor, and be tost, without stability, 
by the waves of life. I wish both her and you very many years, and 
very happy. 

“For some months past I have been so withdrawn from the 
world that I can send you nothing particular. All your friends, 
however, are well, and will be glad of your return to London. 

“T am, dear Sir, 
“Yours most affectionately, 


66 
“January 5, 1782” SaM. JOHNSON 


Of Friendship 
“* TO CAPTAIN LANGTON, IN ROCHESTER 

* Dear Sir, 

“Tt is now long since we saw one another; and, whatever has 
been the reason, neither you have written tome, norI toyou. To 
let friendship die away by negligence and silence, is certainly not 
wise. It is voluntarily to throw away one of the greatest comforts of 
this weary pilgrimage, of which when it is, as it must be, taken finally 
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away, he that travels on alone, will wonder how his esteem could be 
so little. Do not forget me; you see that I do not forget you. It 
is pleasing in the silence of solitude to think, that there is one at least, 
however distant, of whose benevolence there is little doubt, and 
whom there is yet hope of seeing again. 

“OF my life, from the time we parted, the history is mournful. 
The spring of last year deprived me of Thrale, a man whose eye for 
fifteen years had scarcely been turned upon me but with respect or 
tenderness ; for such another friend, the general course of human 
things will not suffer man to hope. I passed the summer at Streat- 
ham, but there was no Thrale ; and having idled away the summer 
with a weakly body and neglected mind, I made a journey to Staf- 
fordshire on the edge of winter. The season was dreary, I was 
sickly, and found the friends sickly whom I went to see. After a 
sorrowful sojourn, I returned to a habitation possessed for the pre- 
sent by two sick women, where my dear old friend, Mr Levett, to 
whom as he used to tell me, I owe your acquaintance, died a few 
weeks ago, suddenly in his bed; there passed not, I believe, a minute 
between health and death. At night, as at Mrs Thrale’s, I was 
musing in my chamber, I thought with uncommon earnestness, that 
however I might alter my mode of life, or whithersoever I might 
remove, I would endeavour to retain Levett about me; in the morn- 
ing my servant brought me word that Levett was called to another 
state, a state for which, I think, he was not unprepared, for he was 
very useful to the poor. How much soever I valued him, I now 
wish that I had valued him more. 

“* T have myself been ill more than eight weeks of a disorder, from 
which, at the expense of about fifty ounces of blood, I hope I am 
now recovering. 

“You, dear Sir, have, I hope, a more cheerful scene ; you see 
George fond of his book, and the pretty misses airy and lively, with 
my own little Jenny equal to the best: and in whatever can con- 
tribute to your quiet or pleasure, you have Lady Rothes ready to 
concur. May whatever you enjoy of good be increased, and what- 
ever you suffer of evil be diminished. 

“* T am, dear Sir, 
“Your humble servant, 
“ Sam. JOHNSON 


‘Bott Court, FLEET STREET, 
“March 20, 1782” 
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The Evils of Poverty 

I wrote to him at different dates ; regretted that I could not come 
to London this spring, but hoped we should meet somewhere in 
the summer ; mentioned the state of my affairs, and suggested hopes 
of some preferment ; informed him, that as The Beauties of Fohnson 
had been published in London, some obscure scribbler had pub- 
lished at Edinburgh, what he called The Deformities of Fohnson. 


‘* TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

** Dear Sir, 

“The pleasure which we used to receive from each other on 
Good-Friday and Easter-day, we must be this year content to miss. 
Let us, however, pray for each other, and hope to see one another 
yet from time to time with mutual delight. My disorder has been 
a cold, which impeded the organs of respiration, and kept me many 
weeks in a state of great uneasiness; but by repeated phlebotomy it 
is now relieved : and next to the recovery of Mrs Boswell, I flatter 
myself, that you will rejoice at mine. 

“‘ What we shall do in the summer, it is yet too early to consider. 
You want to know what you shall do now; I do not think this time 
of bustle and confusion like to produce any advantage toyou. Every 
man has those to reward and gratify who have contributed to his 
advancement. ‘To come hither with such expectations at the 
expense of borrowed money, which, I find, you know not where 
to borrow, can hardly be considered prudent. Iam sorry to find, 
what your solicitations seem to imply, that you have already gone 
the whole length of your credit. ‘This is to set the quiet of your 
whole life at hazard. If you anticipate your inheritance, you can at 
last inherit nothing ; all that you receive must pay for the past. You 
must get a place, or pine in penury, with the empty name of a great 
estate. Poverty, my dear friend, is so great an evil, and pregnant 
with so much temptation, and so much misery, that I cannot but 
earnestly enjoin you to avoid it. Live on what you have; live if 
you can on less; do not borrow either for vanity or pleasure ; the 
vanity will end in shame, and the pleasure in regret : stay therefore 
at home, till you have saved money for your journey hither. 

“ The Beauties of Fohnson are said to have got money to the col- 
lector; if the Deformities have the same success, I shall be still a 
more extensive benefactor. 

“Make my compliments to Mrs Boswell, who is I hope re- 
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conciled to me; and to the young people, whom I have never 
offended. 
4 You never told me the success of your plea against the 
Solicitors. 
“* I am, dear Sir, 
“Your most affectionate, 


“ee S : 
- AM. ]OHNSON 
Lonpon, March 28, 1782” J 


Death of Lord Auchinleck 

On the 30th of August, I informed him that my honoured father 
had died that morning; a complaint under which he had long 
laboured, having suddenly come to a crisis, while I was upon a visit 
at the seat of Sir Charles Preston, from whence I had hastened the 
day before, upon receiving a letter by express. 


Johnson and Mrs Thrale 

The death of Mr Thrale had made a very material alteration with 
respect to Johnson’s reception in that family. The manly authority 
of the husband no longer curbed the lively exuberance of the lady ; 
and as her vanity had been fully gratified, by having the Colossus of 
Literature attached to her for many years, she gradually became less 
assiduous to please him. Whether her attachment to him was 
already divided by another object, I am unable to ascertain; but 
it is plain that Johnson’s penetration was alive to her neglect or 
forced attention ; for on the 6th of October this year, we find him 
making a “ parting use of the library ” at Streatham, and pronounc- 
ing a prayer which he composed on leaving Mrs Thrale’s family. 

“ Almighty Gop, Father of all mercy, help me by thy grace that 
I may, with humble and sincere thankfulness, remember the com- 
forts and conveniences which I have enjoyed at this place ; and that 
I may resign them with holy submission, equally trusting in thy 
protection when Thou givest, and when Thou takest away. Have 
mercy upon me, O Lord, have mercy upon me. 

“To thy fatherly protection, O Lorp, I commend this family. 
Bless, guide, and defend them, that they may so pass through this 
world, as finally to enjoy in thy presence everlasting happiness, for 
Jesus Curist’s sake. Amen.” 

In 1783, he was more severely afflicted than ever, as will appear 
in the course of his correspondence; but still the same ardour for 
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literature, the same constant piety, the same kindness for his 
friends, and the same vivacity, both in conversation and writing, 
distinguished him. 


Country v. Town 

On Friday, March 21, having arrived in London the night before, 
I was glad to find him at Mrs Thrale’s house, in Argyll Street, 
appearances of friendship between them being still kept up. 1 was 
shewn into his room, and, after the first salutation, he said, “ I am 
glad you are come: Iam very ill.” He looked pale, and was dis- 
tressed with a difficulty of breathing : but, after the common in- 
quiries, he assumed his usual strong animated style of conversation. 
Seeing me now for the first time as a Laird, or proprietor of land, 
he began thus: “ Sir, the superiority of a country-gentleman over 
the people upon his estate is very agreeable: and he who says he 
does not feel it to be agreeable, lies ; for it must be agreeable to have 
casual superiority over those who are by nature equal with us.” 
Bosweti: ‘‘ Yet, Sir, we see great proprietors of land who prefer 
living in London.” Jounson: “‘ Why, Sir, the pleasure of living 
in London, the intellectual superiority that is enjoyed there, may 
counterbalance the other. Besides, Sir,a man may prefer the state of 
the country-gentleman upon the whole, and yet there may never be 
a moment when he is willing to make the change to quit London for 
it.” He said, “ It is better to have five per cent. out of land, than out 
of money, because it is more secure; but the readiness of transfer and 
promptness of interest make many people rather choose the funds. 
Nay, there is another disadvantage belonging to land, compared with 
money. A man is not so much afraid of being a hard creditor, as of 
being a hard landlord.” Boswext: “‘ Because there isa sort of kindly 
connexion between a landlord and his tenants.”” Jounson: “ No, 
Sir: many landlords with us never see their tenants. It is because, 
ifa landlord drives away his tenants, he may not get others; whereas 
the demand for money is so great, it may always be lent.” 


Boswell meets Mrs Thrale 

He sent a message to acquaint Mrs Thrale that I was arrived. 
I had not seen her since her husband’s death. She soon appeared, 
and favoured me with an invitation to stay to dinner, which I 
accepted. ‘There was no other company but herself and three of 
her daughters, Dr Johnson, and 1. She too said, she was very glad 


Age 74) UNJUST COMPLAINTS 253 


I was come, for she was going to Bath, and should have been sorry 
to leave Dr Johnson before I came. ‘This seemed to be attentive 
and kind, and I, who had not been informed of any change, imagined 
all to be as well as formerly. He was little inclined to talk at dinner, 
and went to sleep after it; but when he joined us in the drawing- 
room, he seemed revived, and was again himself. 

Talking of conversation, he said, “‘ There must, in the first place, 
be knowledge, there must be materials ;—in the second place, there 
must be a command of words ;—in the third place, there must be 
imagination, to place things in such views as they are not commonly 
seen in ;—and in the fourth place, there must be presence of mind, 
and a resolution that it is not to be overcome by failures: this last 
is an essential requisite ; for want of it, many people do not excel 
in conversation. Now J want it; I throw up the game upon losing 
a trick.” I wondered to hear him talk thus of himself, and said, 
“ T don’t know, Sir, how this may be ; but I am sure you beat other 
people’s cards out of their hands.” I doubt whether he heard this 
remark. While we went on talking triumphantly, I was fixed in 
admiration, and said to Mrs Thrale, ‘‘ O, for short-hand to take 
this down.” —* You'll carry it all in your head, (said she :) a long 
head is as good as short-hand.” 


Unjust Complaints 

On Sunday, March 23, I breakfasted with Dr Johnson, who 
seemed much relieved, having taken opium the night before. 

Mrs Desmoulins made tea ; and she and I talked before him upon 
a topic which he had once borne patiently from me when we were 
by ourselves,—his not complaining of the world, because he was not 
called to some great office, nor had attained to great wealth. He 
flew into a violent passion, I confess with some justice, and com- 
manded us to have done. ‘‘ Nobody (said he,) has a right to talk 
in this manner, to bring before a man his own character, and the 
events of his life, when he does not choose it should be done. I 
never have sought the world ; the world was not to seek me. It is 
rather wonderful that so much has been done for me. All the com- 
plaints which are made of the world are unjust. I never knew a 
man of merit neglected : it was generally by his own fault that he 
failed of success. A man may hide his head in a hole: he may go 
into the country, and publish a book now and then, which nobody 
reads, and then complain he is neglected. There is no reason 
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why any person should exert himself for a man who has written a 
good book : he has not written it for any individual. I may as well 
make a present toa postman who brings mea letter. When patron- 
age was limited, an author expected to find a Maecenas, and com- 
plained if he did not find one. Why should he complain? This 
Meecenas has others as good as he, or others who have got the start 
of him.” Bosweri: “ But surely, Sir, you will allow, that there 
are men of merit at the bar, who never get practice.” JOHNSON : 
“* Sir, you are sure that practice is got from an opinion that the 
person employed deserves it best; so that if a man of merit at the 
bar does not get practice, it is from error, not from injustice. He is 
not neglected. A horse that is brought to market may not be 
bought, though he is a very good horse : but that is from ignorance, 
not from intention.” 


Crabbe’s “ Village” 

Soon after this time I had an opportunity of seeing, by means of 
one of his friends, a proof that his talents, as well as his obliging 
service to authors, were ready asever. He had revised The Village, 
an admirable poem, by the Reverend Mr Crabbe. Its sentiments 
as to the false notions of rustic happiness and rustic virtue, were 
quite congenial with his own; and he had taken the trouble not 
only to suggest slight corrections and variations, but to furnish some 
lines, when he thought he could give the writer’s meaning better 
than in the words of the manuscript. 

On Sunday, March 30, I found him at home in the evening, and 
had the pleasure to meet with Dr Brocklesby, whose reading, and 
knowledge of life, and good spirits, supply him with a never-failing 
source of conversation. He mentioned a respectable gentleman, 
who became extremely penurious near the close of his life. Johnson 
said there must have been a degree of madness about him. ‘‘ Not 
at all, Sir, (said Dr Brocklesby) his judgment was entire.” Un- 
luckily, however, he mentioned that, although he had a fortune of 
twenty-seven thousand pounds, he denied himself many comforts, 
from an apprehension that he could not afford them. ‘“ Nay, Sir, 
(cried Johnson) when the judgment is so disturbed that a man can- 
not count, that is pretty well.” 

I shall here insert a few of Johnson’s sayings, without the 
formality of dates, as they have no reference to any particular time 
or place. 
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“Tt is a very good custom to keep a journal for a man’s own use ; 
he may write upon a card a day all that is necessary to be written, 
after he has had experience of life. At first there is a great deal 
to be written, because there is a great deal of novelty ; but when 
once a man has settled his opinions, there is seldom much to be 
set down.” 


Keeping Accounts 

I praised the accuracy of an account-book of a lady whom I men- 
tioned. Joxunson: “ Keeping accounts, Sir, is of no use when a 
man is spending his own money, and has nobody to whom he is to 
account. You won’t eat less beef to-day, because you have written 
down what it cost yesterday.” I mentioned another lady who 
thought as he did, so that her husband could not get her to keep an 
account of the expense of the family, as she thought it enough that 
she never exceeded the sum allowed her. Jounson : “ Sir, it is fit 
she should keep an account, because her husband wishes it ; but I do 
not see its use.” I maintained that keeping an account had this 
advantage, that it satisfies a man that his money has not been lost or 
stolen, which he might sometimes be apt to imagine, were there no 
written state of his expense ; and besides, a calculation of economy 
so as not to exceed one’s income, cannot be made without a view of 
the different articles in figures, that one may see how to retrench 
in some particulars less necessary than others. ‘This he did not 
attempt to answer. 

After repeating to him some of his pointed, lively sayings, I said, 
“Tt is a pity, Sir, you don’t always remember your own good 
things, that you may have a laugh when you will.” JoHNson : 
“ Nay, Sir, it is better that I forget them, that I may be reminded 
of them, and have a laugh on their being brought to my recol- 
lection.” 

He said, “‘ how few of his friends’ houses would a man choose to 
be at, when he is sick !”” He mentioned one or two. I recollect 
only Thrale’s. 

He observed, “‘ There is a wicked inclination in most people to 
suppose an old man decayed in his intellects. Ifa young or middle- 
aged man, when leaving a company, does not recollect where he laid 
his hat, it is nothing ; but if the same inattention is discovered in an 
old man, people will shrug up their shoulders, and say, * his memory 
is going.’ ” 
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The Prince of Wales 

I am very sorry that I did not take a note of an eloquent argument 
in which he maintained that the situation of Prince of Wales was 
the happiest of any person’s in the kingdom, even beyond that of the 
Sovereign. I recollect only—the enjoyment of hope,—the high 
superiority of rank, without the anxious cares of government,—and 
a great degree of power, both from natural influence wisely used, 
and from the sanguine expectations of those who look forward to 
the chance of future favour. 


Readiness in Retort 


Johnson’s dexterity in retort, when he seemed to be driven to an 
extremity by his adversary, was very remarkable. Of his power in 
this respect, our common friend, Mr Windham, of Norfolk, has 
been pleased to furnish me with an eminent instance. However 
unfavourable to Scotland, he uniformly gave liberal praise to George 
Buchanan, as a writer. In a conversation concerning the literary 
merits of the two countries, in which Buchanan was introduced, a 
Scotchman, imagining that on this ground he should have an un- 
doubted triumph over him, exclaimed, ‘‘ Ah, Dr Johnson, what 
would you have said of Buchanan, had he been an Englishman ?””»— 
“ Why, Sir (said Johnson after a little pause,) I should zor have said 
of Buchanan, had he been an Exglishman, what I will now say of 
him as a Scotchman,—that he was the only man of genius his country 
ever produced.” 

And this brings to my recollection another instance of the same 
nature. I once reminded him that when Dr Adam Smith was expa- 
tiating on the beauty of Glasgow, he had cut him short by saying, 
“ Pray, Sir, have you ever seen Brentford?” and I took the liberty 
to add, “ My dear Sir, surely that was shocking.”—“ Why, then, 
Sir (he replied,) you have never seen Brentford.” 

Though his usual phrase for conversation was ¢a/k, yet he made 
a distinction ; for when he once told me that he dined the day be- 
fore at a friend’s house, with “a very pretty company”; and I 
asked him if there was good conversation, he answered, “* No, 
Sir; we had ¢a/k enough, but no conversation ; there was nothing 
discussed.” 

Talking of the success of the Scotch in London, he imputed it in 
a considerable degree to their spirit of nationality. ‘“ You know, 
Sir, (said he,) that no Scotchman publishes a book, or has a play 
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brought upon the stage, but there are five hundred people ready to 
applaud him.” 

He gave much praise to his friend, Dr Burney’s elegant and 
entertaining travels, and told Mr Seward that he had them 
in his eye, when writing his Fourney to the Western Islands of 
Scotland. 


Clearness in Speech and Writing 

Johnson’s attention to precision and clearness in expression was 
very remarkable. He disapproved of a parenthesis ; and I believe 
in all his voluminous writings, not half a dozen of them will be 
found. He never used the phrases the former and the Jatter, having 
observed, that they often occasioned obscurity ; he therefore con- 
trived to construct his sentences so as not to have occasion for them, 
and would even rather repeat the same words, in order to avoid 
them. Nothing is more common than to mistake surnames, when 
we hear them carelessly uttered for the first time. To prevent this, 
he used not only to pronounce them slowly and distinctly, but to 
take the trouble of spelling them ; a practice which I have often 
followed ; and which I wish were general. 

Though a stern ¢rue-dorn Englishman, and fully prejudiced 
against all other nations, he had discernment enough to see, and can- 
dour enough to censure, the cold reserve too common among 
Englishmen towards strangers: “ Sir, (said he,) two men of any 
other nation who are shewn into a room together, at a house where 
they are both visitors, will immediately find some conversation. 
But two Englishman will probably go each to a different window, 
and remain in obstinate silence. Sir, we as yet do not enough 
understand the common rights of humanity.” 


The Doctor’s Charade 

My readers will probably be surprised to hear that the great Dr 
Johnson could amuse himself with so slight and playful a species of 
composition as a Charade. I have recovered one which he made 
on Dr Barnard, now Lord Bishop of Killaloe ; who has been pleased 
for many years to treat me with so much intimacy and social ease, 
that I may presume to call him not only my Right Reverend, but my 
very dear Friend. I therefore with peculiar pleasure give to the 
world a just and elegant compliment thus paid to his Lordship by 
Johnson. 


R 


258 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1783 


CHARADE 


My first shuts out thieves from your house or your room, 
My second expresses a Syrian perfume. 

My whole is a man in whose converse is shar’d 

The strength of a Bar and the sweetness of Nard. 


Hodge, the Cat 

Johnson’s love of little children, which he discovered upon all 
occasions, calling them “ pretty dears,” and giving them sweetmeats, 
was an undoubted proof of the real humanity and gentleness of his 
disposition. - 

His uncommon kindness to his servants, and serious concern, not 
only for their comfort in this world, but their happiness in the next, 
was another unquestionable evidence of what all, who were inti- 
mately acquainted with him, knew to be true. 

Nor would it be just under this head, to omit the fondness which 
he shewed for animals which he had taken under his protection. I 
never shall forget the indulgence with which he treated Hodge, his 
cat; for whom he himself used to go out and buy oysters, lest the 
servants having that trouble should take a dislike to the poor crea- 
ture. Iam, unluckily, one of those who have an antipathy to a cat, 
so that I am uneasy when in the room with one; and I own, I 
frequently suffered a good deal from the presence of the same 
Hodge. I recollect him one day scrambling up Dr Johnson’s 
breast, apparently with much satisfaction, while my friend, smiling 
and half whistling, rubbed down his back, and pulled him by the 
tail; and when I observed he was a fine cat, saying, “ Why, yes, 
Sir, but I have had cats whom [I liked better than this”; and then, 
as if perceiving Hodge to be out of countenance, adding, “ but he 
is a very fine cat, a very fine cat, indeed.” 

This reminds me of the ludicrous account which he gave Mr 
Langton, of the despicable state of a young gentleman of good 
family. “‘ Sir, when I heard of him last, he was running about 
town, shooting cats.” And then, in a sort of kindly reverie, he 
bethought himself of his own favourite cat, and said, “‘ But Hodge 
shan’t be shot: no, no, Hodge shall not be shot.” 


The Exploration of Wapping 
On Saturday, April 12, I visited him, in company with Mr 
Windham, of Norfolk, whom, though a Whig, he highly valued. 
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One of the best things he ever said was to this gentleman; who, 
before he set out for Ireland as Secretary to Lord Northington, when 
Lord Lieutenant, expressed to the Sage some modest and virtuous 
doubts, whether he could bring himself to practise those arts which 
it is supposed a person in that situation has occasion to employ. 
“Don’t be afraid, Sir, (said Johnson, with a pleasant smile ;) you 
will soon make a very pretty rascal.” 

He talked to-day a good deal of the wonderful extent and variety 
of London, and observed, that men of curious inquiry might see in it 
such modes of life as very few could even imagine. He in particular 
recommended to us to explore Wapping, which we resolved to do. 

About this time he wrote to Mrs Lucy Porter, mentioning his 
bad health, and that he intended a visit to Lichfield. “ It is (says 
he) with no great expectation of amendment that I make every year 
a journey into the country; but it is pleasant to visit those whose 
kindness has been often experienced.” 


Country Hospitality 

On April 18, (being Good-Friday,) I found him at breakfast, in 
his usual manner upon that day, drinking tea without milk, and eat- 
ing a cross bun to prevent faintness; we went to St Clement’s 
Church, as formerly. When we came home from church, he placed 
himself on one of the stone-seats at his garden door, and I took the 
other, and thus in the open air, and in a placid frame of mind, he 
talked away very easily. Jounson: “ Were I a country gentle- 
man, I should not be very hospitable, I should not have crowds in 
my house.” Bosweti: “ Sir Alexander Dick tells me, that he re- 
members having a thousand people in a year to dine at his house ; 
that is, reckoning each person as one, each time that he dined there.” 
Jounson : “ That, Sir, is about three a day.” Boswert: “ How 
your statement lessens the idea.” JOHNSON : “That, Sir, is the 
good of counting. It brings everything to a certainty, which before 
floated in the mind indefinitely.” Bosweti: “ But Ommne ignotum 
pro magnifico est: one is sorry to have this diminished.” Jounson : 
“* Sir, you should not allow yourself to be delighted with error.” 
Boswett: “‘ Three a day seem but few.” Jounson: “ Nay, Sir, 
he who entertains three a day, does very liberally. And, if there is 
a large family, the poor entertain those three, for they eat what the 
poor would get : there must be superfluous meat ; it must be given 
to the poor, or thrown out.” 
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Of Elocution 

Mr Walker, the celebrated master of elocution, came in, and then 
we went up stairs into the study. J asked him if he had taught many 
clergymen. Jounson: “J hope not.” Warxer: “I have taught 
only one, and he is the best reader I ever heard, not by my teaching, 
but by his own natural talents.” Jounson: “ Were he the best 
reader in the world, I would not have it told that he was taught.” 
Here was one of his peculiar prejudices. Could it be any disad- 
vantage to the clergyman to have it known that he was taught an 
easy and graceful delivery? Bosweri: “ Will you not allow, 
Sir, that a man may be taught to read well?” Jounson: “ Why, 
Sir, so far as to read better than he might do without being taught, 
yes.—Formerly it was supposed that there was no difference in read- 
ing, but that one read as well as another.” Boswexi: “ It is won- 
derful to see old Sheridan as enthusiastic about oratory as ever.” 
Watker: “ His enthusiasm as to what oratory will do, may be too 
great; but he reads well.” Jounson: “‘ He reads well, but he 
reads low ; and you know it is much easier to read low than to read 
high; for, when you read high, you are much more limited, your 
loudest note can be but one, and so the variety is less in proportion 
to the loudness. Now some people have occasion to speak to an 
extensive audience, and must speak loud to be heard.” Warxer: 
“The art is to read strong, though low.” 


The Origin of Language 

Talking of the origin of language ;—Jounson: “ It must have 
come by inspiration. A thousand, nay, a million of children could 
not invent a language. While the organs are pliable, there is not 
understanding enough to form a language: by the time that there 
is understanding enough, the organs are become stiff—We know 
that after a certain age we cannot learn to pronounce anew language. 
No foreigner, who comes to England when advanced in life, ever 
pronounces English tolerably well; at least such instances are very 
rare. When I maintain that language must have come by inspira- 
tion, I do not mean that inspiration is required for rhetoric, and all 
the beauties of language ; for when once man has language, we can 
conceive that he may gradually form modifications of it. I mean 
only that inspiration seems to me to be necessary to give man the 
faculty of speech ; to inform him that he may have speech ; which 
I think he could no more find out without inspiration, than cows or 


Age 74) OF RELIGION 261 


hogs would think of such a faculty”” Warxer: “ Do you think, 
Sir, that there are any perfect synonyms in any language?” Joun- 
son : “‘ Originally there were not ; but by using words negligently, 
or in poetry, one word comes to be confounded with another.” 

Time passed on in conversation till it was too late for the service 
of the church at three o’clock. I took a walk, and left him alone for 
some time; then returned, and we had coffee and conversation again 
by ourselves. 


Of Religion 

On Monday, April 29, I found him at home in the forenoon, and 
Mr Seward with him. Horace having been mentioned ;—Bos- 
wELL: “ There isa great deal of thinking in his works. One finds 
there almost every thing but religion.” Srwarp: “ He speaks of 
his returning to it, in his Ode Parcus Deorum cultor et infrequens.” 
Jounson : “ Sir, he was not in earnest ; this was merely poetical.” 
BoswetL: “There are, I am afraid, many people who have no 
religion at all.” Szwarp: “ And sensible people too.” Joun- 
son: “ Why, Sir, not sensible in that respect. ‘There must be 
either a natural or a moral stupidity, if one lives in a total neglect of 
so very important a concern.” Sgewarp: “I wonder that there 
should be people without religion.” Jounson : “ Sir, you need not 
wonder at this, when you consider how large a proportion of almost 
every man’s life is passed without thinking of it. I myself was for 
some years totally regardless of religion. It had dropped out of my 
mind. It wasatan early part of my life. Sickness brought it back, 
and I hope I have never lost it since.” Boswezi: “ My dear Sir, 
what a man you have been without religion! Why you must have 
gone on drinking, and swearing, and ”” Jounson: (witha smile,) 
“* T drank enough and swore enough to be sure.” Srwarp: “ One 
should think that sickness, and the view of death, would make more 
men religious.” JoHnson: “ Sir, they do not know how to go 
about it: they have not the first notion. A man who has never 
had religion before, no more grows religious when he is sick, than a 
man who has never learnt figures can count when he has need of 
calculation.” 

I mentioned a worthy friend of ours, whom we valued much, 
but observed that he was too ready to introduce religious dis- 
course upon all occasions. Jounson: “ Why, yes, Sir, he will 
introduce religious discourse without seeing whether it will end 
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in instruction and improvement, or produce some profane jest. 
He would introduce it in the company of Wilkes, and twenty 
more such.” 


Reading and Writing 

On Thursday, May 1, I visited him in the evening, along with 
young Mr Burke. He said, “ It is strange that there should be so 
little reading in the world, and so much writing. People in general 
do not willingly read, if they can have any thing else to amuse them. 
There must be an external impulse; emulation, or vanity, or 
avarice. "The progress which the understanding makes through a 
book has more pain than pleasure in it. Language is scanty, and 
inadequate to express the nice gradations and mixtures of our feel- 
ings. Noman readsa book of science from pure inclination. ‘The 
books that we do read with pleasure are light compositions, which 
contain a quick succession of events. However, I have this year 
read all Virgil through. I read a book of the “eid every night, 
so it was done in twelve nights, and I hada great delight init. ‘The 
Georgicks did not give me so much pleasure, except the fourth book. 
The Eclogues I have almost all by heart. I do not think the story 
of the vxeid interesting. I like the story of the Odyssey much 
better ; and this not on account of the wonderful things which it 
contains ; for there are wonderful things enough in the £zeid ;— 
the ships of the Trojans turned to sea-nymphs,—the tree at Poly- 
dorus’s tomb dropping blood. ‘The story of the Odyssey is inter- 
esting, as a great part of it is domestic.—It has been said there is 
pleasure in writing, particularly in writing verses. I allow, you 
may have pleasure from writing, after it is over, if you have written 
well; but you don’t go willingly to itagain. I know when I have 
been writing verses, I have run my finger down the margin, to see 
how many I had made, and how few J had to make.” 


“Clear your mind of cant’”’ 

I have no minute of any interview with Johnson till Thursday, 
May 15th, when I find what follows: Bosweii: “ I wish much to 
be in Parliament, Sir.” Jounson: “ Why, Sir, unless you come 
resolved to support any administration, you would be the worse 
for being in Parliament, because you would be obliged to live more 
expensively.” Boswext: “‘ Perhaps, Sir, I should be the less happy 
for being in Parliament. I never would sell my vote, and I should 
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be vexed if things went wrong.” Jounson: “‘ That’scant, Sir. It 
would not vex you more in the house, than in the gallery: public 
affairs vex no man.” Bosweii: “ Have not they vexed yourself a 
little, Sir? Have not you been vexed by all the turbulence of this 
reign, and by that absurd vote of the House of Commons, ‘ That the 
influence of the Crown has increased, is increasing, and ought to be 
diminished’ ?” Jounson: “ Sir, I have never slept an hour less, 
nor eat an ounce less meat. I would have knocked the factious dogs 
on the head, to be sure; but I was not vexed.” Bosweitt: “I 
declare, Sir, upon my honour, I did imagine I was vexed, and took 
a pride in it; but it was, perhaps, cant; for I own I neither eat less 
nor slept less.” Jounson: “‘ My dear friend, clear your mind of 
cant. You may ¢a/k as other people do: you may say to a man, 
‘Sir, lam your most humble servant.’ You are #ot his most humble 
servant. You may say, ‘ These are bad times; it is a melancholy 
thing to be reserved to such times.’ You don’t mind the times. 
You tell a man, ‘ I am sorry you had such bad weather the last day 
of your journey, and were so much wet.’ You don’t care sixpence 
whether he is wet or dry. You may ¢a/& in this manner; it is a 
mode of talking in Society: but don’t s4ink foolishly.” 


Foote and Garrick 

I asked, whether a man naturally virtuous, or one who has over- 
come wicked inclinations, is the best. Jounson: “ Sir, to you, the 
man who has overcome wicked inclinations, is not the best. He has 
more merit to 4imse/f: I would rather trust my money to a man 
who has no hands, and so a physical impossibility to steal, than to a 
man of the most honest principles. There is a witty satirical story 
of Foote. He had a small bust of Garrick placed upon his bureau. 
‘You may be surprised (said he) that I allow him to be so near my 
gold ;—but you will observe, he has no hands.’ ” 

On Friday, May 29, being to set out for Scotland next morning, 
I passed a part of the day with him in more than usual earnest- 
ness ; as his health was in a more precarious state than at any time 
when I had parted from him. He, however, was quick, and lively, 
and critical, as usual. I mentioned one who was a very learned 
man. Jounson: “ Yes, Sir, he has a great deal of learning; but 
it never lies straight. There is never one idea by the side of an- 
other; ’tis all entangled: and then he drives it so awkwardly upon 
conversation !” 
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Imports and Exports 

He said, ‘‘ Get as much force of mind as you can. Live within 
your income. Always have something saved at the end of the year. 
Let your imports be more than your exports, and you’ll never go far 
wrong.” 

I assured him, that in the extensive and various range of his 
acquaintance there never had been any one who had a more sincere 
respect and affection for him than I had. He said: “I believe it, Sir. 
Were I in distress, there is no man to whom I should sooner come 
than toyou. I should like to come and havea cottage in your park, 
toddle about, live mostly on milk, and be taken care of by Mrs Bos- 
well. She and I are good friends now ; are we not?” 

He embraced me, and gave me his blessing, as usual when I was 
leaving him for any length of time. I walked from his door to-day, 
with a fearful apprehension of what might happen before I returned. 


A Paralytic Stroke 

My anxious apprehensions at parting with him this year, proved 
to be but too well founded ; for not long afterwards he had a dread- 
ful stroke of the palsy, of which there are very full and accurate 
accounts in letters written by himself, to shew with what composure 
of mind, and resignation to the Divine Will, his steady piety enabled 
him to behave. 

‘Two days after, he wrote thus to Mrs Thrale : 

“On Monday, the 16th, I sat for my picture, and walked a con- 
siderable way with little inconvenience. In the afternoon and even- 
ing I felt myself light and easy, and began to plan schemes of life. 
Thus I went to bed, and in a short time waked and sat up, as has 
been long my custom, when I felt a confusion and indistinctness in 
my head, which lasted, I suppose, about half a minute. I was 
alarmed, and prayed Gon, that however he might afflict my body, 
he would spare my understanding. ‘This prayer, that I might try 
the integrity of my faculties, I made in Latin verse. ‘The lines were 
not very good, but I knew them not to be very good: I made them 
easily, and concluded myself to be unimpaired in my faculties. 

““ Soon after I perceived that I had suffered a paralytic stroke, and 
that my speech was taken from me. I had no pain, and s0 little 
dejection in this dreadful state, that I wondered at my own apathy, 
and considered that perhaps death itself, when it should come, would 
excite less horror than seems now to attend it. 
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“In order to rouse the vocal organs, I took two drams. Wine 
has been celebrated for the production of eloquence. I put myself 
into violent motion, and I think repeated it; but all was vain. I 
then went to bed, and strange as it may seem, I think slept. When I 
saw light, it was time to contrive what I should do. "Though God 
stopped my speech, he left me my hand ; I enjoyed a mercy which 
was not granted to my dear friend Lawrence, who now perhaps 
overlooks me as I am writing, and rejoices that I have what he 
wanted. My first note was necessarily to my servant, who came in 
talking, and could not immediately comprehend why he should read 
what I put into his hands. 

“I then wrote a card to Mr Allen, that I might have a discreet 
friend at hand, to act as occasion should require. In penning this 
note, I had some difficulty; my hand, I knew not how nor why, 
made wrong letters. I then wrote to Dr Taylor to come to me, and 
bring Dr Heberden : and I sent to Dr Brocklesby, who is my neigh- 
bour. My physicians are very friendly, and give me great hopes ; 
but you may imagine my situation. I have so far recovered my 
vocal powers, as to repeat the Lord’s Prayer with no very imperfect 
articulation. My memory, I hope, yet remains as it was; but 
such an attack produces solicitude for the safety of every faculty.” 


“ 
TO MR THOMAS DAVIES 
* Dar Sir, 


““T have had, indeed, a very heavy blow; but Gop, who yet 
spares my life, I humbly hope will spare my understanding, and re- 
store my speech. As I am not at all helpless, I want no particular 
assistance, but am strongly affected by Mrs Davies’s tenderness ; 
and when I think she can do me good, shall be very glad to call upon 
her. I had ordered friends to be shut out; but one or two have 
found the way in; and if you come you shall be admitted : for I 
know not whom I can see, that will bring more amusement on his 
tongue, or more kindness in his heart. 

“Tam, etc. 


6: . JoHNsON 
‘June 18, 1783” Sam. J 


a “TO JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 
Dear Sir, 


“Your anxiety about my health is very friendly, and very agree- 
able with your general kindness. I have, indeed, had a very frightful 


266 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1783 


blow. On the 17th of last month, about three in the morning, 
as near as I can guess, I perceived myself almost totally deprived of 
speech. I had no pain. My organs were so obstructed that I 
could say zo, but could scarcely say yes. I wrote the necessary 
directions, for it pleased Gop to spare my head, and sent for Dr 
Heberden and Dr Brocklesby. Between the time in which I dis- 
covered my own disorder, and that in which I sent for the doctors, 
I had, I believe, in spite of my surprise and solicitude, a little sleep, 
and Nature began to renew its operations. ‘They came and gave 
the directions which the disease required, and from that time I have 
been continually improving in articulation. I can now speak, but 
the nerves are weak, and I cannot continue discourse long; but 
strength, I hope, willreturn. The physicians consider meas cured. 
I was last Sunday at church. On Tuesday I took an airing to 
Hampstead, and dined with THE cLus, where Lord Palmerston was 
proposed, and, against my opinion, was rejected. I designed to go 
next week with Mr Langton to Rochester, where I purpose to stay 
about ten days, and then try some other air. I have many kind 
invitations. Your brother has very frequently inquired after me. 
Most of my friends have, indeed, been very attentive. ‘Thank dear 
Lord Hailes for his present. 

“ Thope you found at your return every thing gay and prosperous, 
and your lady in particular quite recovered and confirmed. Pay 
her my respects. 

“J am, dear Sir, 
“* Your most humble servant, 


“Sam. JoHNSON 
“Lonpon, July 3, 1783” 


Johnson recovers 

Such was the general vigour of his constitution, that he recovered 
from this alarming and severe attack with wonderful quickness ; 
so that in July he was able to make a visit to Mr Langton at 
Rochester, where he passed about a fortnight, and made little 
excursions as easily as at any time of his life. In August he went as 
far as the neighbourhood of Salisbury, to Heale, the seat of William 
Bowles, Esq. a gentleman whom I have heard him praise for 
exemplary religious order in his family. In his diary I find a 
short but honourable mention of this visit :—‘‘ August 28, I came to 
Heale without fatigue. 30. 1] am entertained quite to my mind.” 
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While he was here, he had a letter from Dr Brocklesby, acquainting 
him of the death of Mrs Williams, which affected him a good deal. 
Though for several years her temper had not been complacent, she 
had valuable qualities, and her departure left a blank in his house. 
Upon this occasion he, according to his habitual course of piety, 
composed a prayer. 

On his return from Heale he wrote to Dr Burney: “‘ I came home 
on the 18th of September, at noon, to avery disconsolate house. You 
and I have lost our friends; but you have more friends at home. 
My domestic companion is taken from me. She is much missed, for 
her acquisitions were many, and her curiosity universal ; so that she 
partook of every conversation. I am not well enough to go much 
out; and to sit and eat, or fast alone, is very wearisome. I always 
mean to send my compliments to all the ladies.” 


Increasing Infirmities 

His fortitude and patience met with severe trials during this year. 
The stroke of the palsy has been related circumstantially ; but he 
was also afflicted with the gout, and was besides troubled with a 
complaint which not only was attended with immediate inconveni- 
ence, but threatened him with a chirurgical operation, from which 
most men would shrink. 

Happily the complaint abated without his being put to the torture 
of amputation. But we must surely admire the manly resolution 
which he discovered, while it hung over him. 


A Visit from Mrs Siddons 

He this autumn received a visit from the celebrated Mrs Siddons. 
He gives this account of it in one of his letters to Mrs Thrale 
[October 27 :]—‘ Mrs Siddons, in her visit to me, behaved with 
great modesty and propriety, and left nothing behind her to be 
censured or despised. Neither praise nor money, the two powerful 
corrupters of mankind, seem to have depraved her. I shall be glad 
to see her again. Her brother Kemble calls on me, and pleases 
me very well. Mrs Siddons and I talked of plays; and she told me 
her intention of exhibiting this winter the characters of Constance, 
Catharine, and Isabella, in Shakspeare.” 

Mr Kemble has favoured me with the following minute of what 
passed at this visit. 

“ When Mrs Siddons came into the room, there happened to be 
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no chair ready for her, which he observing, said with a smile, 
‘Madam, you who so often occasion the want of seats to other 
people, will the more easily excuse the want of one yourself.’ 

““ Having placed himself by her, he with great good humour en- 
tered upon a consideration of the English drama ; and, among other 
inquiries, particularly asked her which of Shakspeare’s characters 
she was most pleased with. Upon her answering that she thought the 
character of Queen Catharine in Henry the Eighth, the most natu- 
ral :—‘ I think so toc, Madam, (said he;) and whenever you perform 
it, I will once more hobble out to the theatre myself.’ Mrs Siddons 
promised she would do herself the honour of acting his favourite part 
forhim; but many circumstances happened to prevent the repre- 
sentation of King Henry the Eighth during the Doctor’s life. 


Actors and Actresses 

“In the course of the evening he thus gave his opinion upon the 
merits of some of the principal performers whom he remembered to 
have seen upon the stage. ‘ Mrs Porter, in the vehemence of rage, 
and Mrs Clive in the sprightliness of humour, I have never seen 
equalled. What Clive did best, she did better than Garrick ; but 
could not do half so many things well; she was a better romp than 
any I ever saw in nature.—Pritchard, in common life, was a vulgar 
idiot ; she would talk of her gowzd; but, when she appeared upon 
the stage, seemed to be inspired by gentility and understanding.— 
I once talked with Colley Cibber, and thought him ignorant of the 
principles of his art—Garrick, Madam, was no declaimer ; there 
was not one of his own scene-shifters who could not have spoken 
To be, or not to be, better than he did; yet he was the only actor I 
ever saw, whom I could call a master both in tragedy and comedy ; 
though I liked him best incomedy. A true conception of character, 
and natural expression of it, were his distinguished excellencies.’ 
Having expatiated, with his usual force and eloquence, on Mr 
Garrick’s extraordinary eminence as an actor, he concluded with this 
compliment to his social talents; ‘ And after all, Madam, I thought 
him less to be envied on the stage than at the head of a table.’ ” 


The Old Club 

Notwithstanding the complication of disorders under which 
Johnson now laboured, he did not resign himself to despondency 
and discontent, but with wisdom and spirit endeavoured to console 
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and amuse his mind with as many innocent enjoyments as he could 
procure. Sir John Hawkins has mentioned the cordiality with 
which he insisted that such of the members of the old club in Ivy 
Lane as survived, should meet again and dine together, which they 
did, twice at a tavern, and once at his house; and in order to 
insure himself society in the evening for three days in the week, he 
instituted a club at the Essex Head, in Essex Street, then kept by 
Samuel Greaves, an old servant of Mr Thrale’s. 

In the end of this year he was seized with a spasmodic asthma of 
such violence, that he was confined to the house in great pain, being 
sometimes obliged to sit all night in his chair, a recumbent posture 
being so hurtful to his respiration, that he could not endure lying in 
bed ; and there came upon him at the same time that oppressive 
and fatal disease, a dropsy. It was a very severe winter, which 
probably aggravated his complaints; and the solitude in which 
Mr Levett and Mrs Williams had left him, rendered his life very 
gloomy. Mrs Desmoulins, who still lived, was herself so very ill, 
that she could contribute very little to his relief. He, however, had 
none of that unsocial shyness which we commonly see in people 
afflicted with sickness. He did not hide his head from the world, in 
solitary abstraction; he did not deny himself to the visits of his 
friends and acquaintances ; but at all times, when he was not over- 
come by sleep, was ready for conversation as in his best days. 


The Last Year 

And now I am arrived at the last year of the life of Samuet Jonn- 
son ; a year in which, although passed in severe indisposition, he 
nevertheless gave many evidences of the continuance of those won- 
drous powers of mind, which raised him so high in the intellectual 
world. His conversation and his letters of this year were in no 
respect inferior to those of former years. 


The Essex Head Club 

His attention to the Essex Head Club appears from the following 
letter to Mr Alderman Clark, a gentleman for whom he deservedly 
entertained a great regard. 


: ‘* TO RICHARD CLARK, ESQ. 
“ Dear Sir, 
* You will receive a requisition, according to the rules of the 


Club, to be at the house as President of the night. This turn comes 
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once a month, and the member is obliged to attend, or send another 
in his place. You were enrolled in the Club by my invitation, 
and I ought to introduce you; but as Iam hindered by sickness, Mr 
Hoole will very properly supply my place as introductor, or yours 
as President. I hope in milder weather to be a very constant 
attendant. 
** I am, Sir, etc. 
oe 

dvadidn nes Sam. JOHNSON 

“You ought to be informed that the forfeits began with the year, 
and that every night of non-attendance incurs the mulct of three- 
pence, that is, nine-pence a week.” 


Johnson writes to his Godchild 

What follows is a beautiful specimen of his gentleness and 
complacency. to a young lady his godchild, one of the daughters of 
his friend Mr Langton, then I think in her seventh year. He took 
the trouble to write it in a large round hand, nearly resembling 
printed characters, that she might have the satisfaction of reading 
it herself. ‘The original lies before me, but shall be faithfully 
restored to her; and I dare say will be preserved by her as a jewel, 
as long as she lives. 


“To MISS JANE LANGTON, IN ROCHESTER, KENT 


“ My pearest Miss JENny, 

“Tam sorry that your pretty letter has been so long without being 
answered ; but, when I am not pretty well, I do not always write 
plain enough for young ladies. JI am glad, my dear, to see that 
you write so well, and hope that you mind your pen, your book, and 
your needle, for they are all necessary. Your books will give you 
knowledge, and make you respected ; and your needle will find you 
useful employment when you do not care to read. When you are 
a little older, I hope you will be very diligent in learning arithmetic ; 
and above all, that through your whole life you will carefully say 
your prayers, and read your Bible. 

“Tam, my dear, 
“* Your most humble servant, 


74 
“May Io, 1784” Sam. JoHNsON 
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““Greatly recovered ”’ 

On Wednesday, May 5, I arrived in London, and next morning 
had the pleasure to find Dr Johnson greatly recovered. I but just 
saw him; for a coach was waiting to carry him to Islington, to the 
house of his friend the Reverend Mr Strahan, where he went some- 
times for the benefit of good air, which, notwithstanding his having 
formerly laughed at the general opinion upon the subject, he now 
acknowledged was conducive to health. 


A Tribute to Burke 

On the evening of Saturday, May 15, he was in fine spirits, at 
our Essex Head Club. He told us, “I dined yesterday at Mrs 
Garrick’s with Mrs Carter, Miss Hannah More, and Miss Fanny 
Burney. ‘Three such women are not to be found: I know not 
where I could find a fourth, except Mrs Lennox, who is superior 
to them all.” Boswrzi: ‘‘ What! had you them all to yourself, 
Sir?” Jounson: “I had them all as much as they were had ; 
but it might have been better had there been more company there.” 
Boswett: “ Might not Mrs Montague have been a fourth?” 
Jounson : “ Sir, Mrs Montague does not make a trade of her wit : 
but Mrs Montague is a very extraordinary woman ; she has a con- 
stant stream of conversation, and it is always impregnated ; it has 
always meaning.” Boswett: “ Mr Burke has a constant stream 
of conversation.” Jounson: “ Yes, Sir; if a man were to go by 
chance at the same time with Burke under a shed, to shun a shower, 
he would say— this is an extraordinary man.’ If Burke should go 
into a stable to see his horse drest, the ostler would say—* we have 
had an extraordinary man here.” Bosweti: “ Foote was a man 
who never failed in conversation. If he had gone into a stable 7 
Jounson : “ Sir, if he had gone into the stable, the ostler would 
have said, here has been a comical fellow; but he would not have 
respected him.” Boswerr: “And, Sir, the ostler would have 
answered him, would have given him as good as he brought, as the 
common saying is.” Jounson: “ Yes, Sir ; and Foote would have 
answered the ostler—When Burke does not descend to be merry, 
his conversation is very superior indeed. ‘There is no proportion 
between the powers which he shews in serious talk and in jocularity. 
When he lets himself down to that, he is in the kennel.” I have 
in another place opposed, and I hope with success, Dr Johnson’s 
very singular and erroneous notion as to Mr Burke’s pleasantry. 
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Mr Windham now said low to me, that he differed from our great 
friend in this observation; for that Mr Burke was often very 
happy in his merriment. It would not have been right for either 
of us to have contradicted Johnson at this time, in a society all of 
whom did not know and value Mr Burke as much as we did. It 
might have occasioned something more rough, and at any rate 
would probably have checked the flow of Johnson’s good-humour. 
He called to us with a sudden air of exultation, as the thought 
started into his mind, “ O ! gentlemen, I must tell you a very great 
thing. ‘The Empress of Russia has ordered the Ramé/er to be trans- 
lated into the Russian language: so I shall be read on the banks of 
the Wolga. Horace boasts that his fame would extend as far as the 
banks of the Rhone; now the Wolga is farther from me than the 
Rhone was from Horace.” Boswerit: “ You must certainly be 
pleased with this, Sir.” Jounson: “I am pleased, Sir, to be sure. 
A man is pleased to find he has succeeded in that which he has en- 
deavoured to do.” 

One of the company mentioned his having seen a noble person 
driving in his carriage, and looking exceedingly well, notwithstand- 
ing his great age. Jounson: “ Ah, Sir; that is nothing. Bacon 
observes, that a stout healthy old man is like a tower undermined.” 


A Visit to Oxford 

He had now a great desire to go to Oxford, as his first jaunt after 
his illness; we talked of it for some days, and I had promised to 
accompany him. He was impatient and fretful to-night, because 
I did not at once agree to go with him on Thursday. When I con- 
sidered how ill he had been, and what allowance should be made 
for the influence of sickness upon his temper, I resolved to indulge 
him, though with some inconvenience to myself, as I wished to 
attend the musical meeting in honour of Handel, in Westminster 
Abbey, on the following Saturday. 

In the midst of his own diseases and pains, he was ever com- 
passionate to the distresses of others, and actively earnest in procur- 
ing them aid, as appears from a note to Sir Joshua Reynolds, of June, 
in these words: “ I am ashamed to ask for some relief for a poor 
man, to whom, I hope, I have given what I can be expected to spare. 
The man importunes me, and the blow goesround. Jam going to 
try another air on Thursday.” 

On Thursday, June 3, the Oxford post-coach took us up in the 
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morning at Bolt Court. The other two passengers were Mrs Beres- 
ford and her daughter, two very agreeable ladies from America ; 
they were going to Worcestershire, where they then resided. Frank 
had been sent by his master the day before to take places for us ; and 
I found from the way-bill that Dr Johnson had made our names be 
put down. Mrs Beresford, who had read it, whispered me, “ Is 
this the great Dr Johnson?” I told her it was; so she was then 
prepared to listen. As she soon happened to mention in a voice so 
low that Johnson did not hear it, that her husband had been a 
member of the American Congress, I cautioned her to beware of 
introducing that subject, as she must know how very violent John- 
son was against the people of that country. He talked a great deal. 
But I am sorry I have preserved little of the conversation. Miss 
Beresford was so much charmed, that she said to me aside, ‘“‘ How 
he does talk! Every sentence is an essay.”” She amused herself 
in the coach with knotting; he would scarcely allow this species 
of employment any merit. ‘‘ Next to mere idleness (said he) 
I think knotting is to be reckoned in the scale of insignificance ; 
though I once attempted to learn knotting. Dempster’s sister 
(looking to me) endeavoured to teach me it; but I made no 
progress.” 

I was surprised at his talking without reserve in the public post- 
coach of the state of his affairs : “ I have (said he) about the world, 
I think, above a thousand pounds, which I intend shall afford Frank 
an annuity of seventy pounds a year.’ Indeed his openness with 
people at a first interview was remarkable. He said once to Mr 
Langton, “I think I am like Squire Richard in The Fourney to 
London, ‘\’m never strange in a strange place.’”” He was truly 
social. He strongly censured what is much too common in England 
among persons of condition,—maintaining an absolute silence, when 
unknown to each other ; as for instance, when occasionally brought 
together in a room before the master or mistress of the house has 
appeared. ‘“‘ Sir, that is being so uncivilized as not to understand 
the common rights of humanity.” 

At the inn where we stopped he was exceedingly dissatisfied with 
some roast mutton which he had for dinner. ‘The ladies, I saw, 
wondered to see the great philosopher, whose wisdom and wit they 
had been admiring all the way, get into ill-humour from such a 
cause. He scolded the waiter, saying, “ It is as bad as bad can be; 
it is ill-fed, ill-killed, ill-kept, and ill-drest,” 
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At Pembroke College 

He bore the journey very well, and seemed to feel himself ele- 
vated as he approached Oxford, that magnificent and venerable seat 
of Learning, Orthodoxy, and Toryism. Frank came in the heavy 
coach, in readiness to attend him; and we were received with the 
most polite hospitality at the house of his old friend Dr Adams, 
Master of Pembroke College, who had given us a kind invitation. 
Before we were set down, I communicated to Johnson, my having 
engaged to return to London directly, for the reason I have men- 
tioned, but that I would hasten back to him again. He was pleased 
that I had made this journey merely to keep him company. He 
was easy and placid, with Dr Adams, Mrs and Miss Adams, and 
Mrs Kennicot, widow of the learned Hebrezan, who was here on a 
visit. He soon dispatched the inquiries which were made about 
his illness and recovery, by a short and distinct narrative ; and then 
assuming a gay air, repeated from Swift, 


“‘ Nor think on our approaching ills, 
And talk of spectacles and pills.” 


I fulfilled my intention by going to London, and returned to 
Oxford on Wednesday, the gth of June, when I was happy to find 
myself again in the same agreeable circle at Pembroke College, with 
the comfortable prospect of making some stay. Johnson welcomed 
my return with more than ordinary glee. 

I asked him if it was trueas reported, that he had said lately, “I am 
for the King against Fox; but lam for Foxagainst Pitt.” JoHNnson: 
“Yes, Sir; the King is my master; but Idonot know Pitt; and Foxis 
my friend.” 

* Fox (added he) is a most extraordinary man: here is a man, 
(describing him in strong terms of objection in some respects accord- 
ing as he apprehended, but which exalted his abilities the more) who 
has divided the Kingdom with Cesar; so that itwas a doubt whether 
the nation should be ruled by the sceptre of George the Third, or the 


tongue of Fox.” 


Johnson’s Roughness 

On Friday, June 11, Dr Johnson and I went in Dr Adams’s coach 
to dine with Mr Nowell, Principal of St Mary Hall, at his beautiful 
villa at Iffley, on the banks of the Isis, about two miles from Oxford. 
While we were upon the road, I had the resolution to ask Johnson 
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whether he thought that the roughness of his manner had been an 
advantage or not, and if he would not have done more good if he had 
been more gentle. I proceeded to answer myself thus : “‘ Perhaps it 
has been of advantage, as it has given weight to what you said: you 
could not, perhaps, have talked with such authority without it.” 
Jounson: “No, Sir; I have done more good aslam. Obscenity 
and impicty have always been repressed in my company.” BoswELL: 
“True, Sir; and that is more than can be said of every Bishop. 
Greater liberties have been taken in the presence of a Bishop, though 
avery good man, from his being milder,and therefore not command- 
ing suchawe. Yet, Sir, many people who might have been bene- 
fited by your conversation, have been frightened away. A worthy 
friend of ours has told me, that he has often been afraid to talk to 
you.” Joxunson: “ Sir, he need not have been afraid, if he had any 
thing rational tosay. Ifhe had not, it was better he did not talk.” 


How to Read 

In the morning of Tuesday, June 15, while we sat at Dr Adams’s, 
we talked of a printed letter from the Reverend Herbert Croft, to a 
young gentleman who had been his pupil, in which he advised him to 
read to the end of whatever books he should begin to read. JoHNsoN: 
““Thisis surely a strange advice; you mayaswellresolve that whatever 
men you happen to get acquainted with, you are to keep to them for 
life. A bookmay be good for nothing; or there may beonly one thing 
in it worth knowing: are we to read it all through? ‘These Voyages 
(pointing to the three large volumes of Voyages tothe South Sea, which 
were just come out) w4o will read them through? A man had better 
work his way before the mast, than read them through; they will be 
eaten by rats and mice, before they are read through. There can be 
little entertainment in such books; one set of savages is like another.” 
Bosweti: “I do not think the people of Otaheite can be reckoned 
savages.” Jounson: “ Don’t cant in defence of savages.” BosweLt : 
“They have the art of navigation.””—Jounson : “A dog ora cat can 
swim.” Boswexz: “They carve very ingeniously.” Jounson: “A 
cat can scratch, and a child with a nail can scratch.” I perceived 
this was none of the mo//ia tempora fandi ; so desisted. 


Close Observation 
On Wednesday, June 16, Dr Johnson and I returned to London ; 
he was not well to-day, and said very little, employing himself chiefly 
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in reading Euripides. He expressed some displeasure at me, for 
not observing sufficiently the various objects upon the road. “ If I 
had your eyes, Sir, (said he,) I should count the passengers.”’ It 
was wonderful how accurate his observations of visual objects were, 
notwithstanding his imperfect eyesight, owing to a habit of atten- 
tion.—That he was much satisfied with the respect paid to him at 
Dr Adams’s is thus attested by himself: “ I returned last night from 
Oxford, after a fortnight’s abode with Dr Adams, who treated me 
as well as I could expect or wish ; and he that contents a sick man, 
a man whom it is impossible to please, has surely done his part well.” 


The Retort Courteous—and Otherwise 

After his return to London from this excursion, I saw him fre- 
quently, but have few memorandums; I shall therefore here 
insert some particulars which I collected at various times. 

It having been mentioned to Dr Johnson that a gentleman who 
had a son whom he imagined to have an extreme degree of timidity, 
resolved to send him to a public school, that he might acquire con- 
fidence ;—“‘ Sir, (said Johnson,) this is a preposterous expedient for 
removing his infirmity; such a disposition should be cultivated in the 
shade. Placing him at a public school is forcing an owl upon day.” 

Speaking of a gentleman whose house was much frequented by 
low company ; “ Rags, Sir, (said he,) will always make their appear- 
ance, where they have a right to do it.” 

Of the same gentleman’s mode of living, he said, “ Sir, the ser- 
vants, instead of doing what they are bid, stand round the table in 
idle clusters, gaping upon the guests ; and seem as unfit to attend a 
company, as to steer a man of war.” 

A dull country magistrate gave Johnson a long tedious account 
of his exercising his criminal jurisdiction, the result of which was 
having sentenced four convicts to transportation. Johnson, in an 
agony of impatience to get rid of such a companion, exclaimed, “I 
heartily wish, Sir, that I were a fifth.” 

Johnson was present when a tragedy was read, in which there 
occurred this line : 


Who rules o’er freemen should himself be free. 


The company having admired it much, “ I cannot agree with you, 
(said Johnson.) It might as well be said, 


Who drives fat oxen should himself be fat.”’ 
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He was pleased with the kindness of Mr Cator, who was joined 
with him in Mr Thrale’s important trust, and thus describes him : 
“There is much good in his character, and much usefulness in his 
knowledge.” He found a cordial solace at that gentleman’s seat 
at Beckenham, at Kent, which is indeed one of the finest places 
at which I ever was a guest; and where I find more and more a 
hospitable welcome. 

Johnson having argued for some time with a pertinacious gentle- 
man: his opponent, who had talked in a very puzzling manner, 
happened to say, “ I don’t understand you, Sir”; upon which John- 
son observed, “ Sir, I have found you an argument; but I am not 
obliged to find you an understanding.” 


“‘No, Sir!” 

He disapproved of Lord Hailes, for having modernised the 
language of the ever-memorable John Hales of Eton, in an edition 
which his Lordship published of that writer’s works. ** An author’s 
language, Sir, (said he,) is a characteristical part of his composition, 
and is also characteristical of the age in which he writes. Besides, 
Sir, when the language is changed, we are not sure that the sense is 
the same. No, Sir: Iam sorry Lord Hailes has done this.” 

Here it may be observed, that his frequent use of the expression, 
No, Sir, was not always to intimate contradiction; for he would 
say so when he was about to enforce an affirmative proposition which 
had not been denied, as in the instance last mentioned. I used to 
consider it as a kind of flag of defiance: as if he had said, “ Any 
argument you may offer against this, is not just. No, sir, it is not.”” 
It was like Falstaff’s “ I deny your Major.” 

Sir Joshua Reynolds having said that he took the altitudes of a 
man’s taste by his stories and his wit, and of his understanding by 
the remarks which he repeated ; being always sure that he must be 
a weak man, who quotes common things with an emphasis as if 
they were oracles ;—Johnson agreed with him; and Sir Joshua 
having also observed that the real character of a man was found 
out by his amusements,—Johnson added, “ Yes, Sir; no man is a 
hypocrite in his pleasures.” 


Boswell makes a Pun 
I have mentioned Johnson’s general aversion to puns. He once, 
however, endured one of mine. When wewere talking of a numerous 
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company in which he had distinguished himself highly, I said, 
“¢ Sir, you were a Cop surrounded by smelts. Is not this enough for 
you? ata time too when you were not fishing for a compliment ?” 
He laughed at this with a complacent approbation. Old Mr Sheri- 
dan observed, upon my mentioning it to him, “ He liked your com- 
pliment so well, he was willing to take it with pu sauce.” For my 
own part, I think no innocent species of wit or pleasantry should 
be suppressed : and that a good pun may be admitted among the 
smaller excellencies of lively conversation. 

When I pointed out to him in the newspaper one of Mr Grattan’s 
animated and glowing speeches, in favour of the freedom of Ireland, 
in which this expression occurred (I know not if accurately taken ;) 
“We will persevere, till there is not one link of the English chain 
left to clank upon the rags of the meanest beggar in Ireland ” ;— 
“* Nay, Sir, (said Johnson,) don’t you perceive that ove link cannot 
clank ?” 

The difference, he observed, between a well-bred and an ill-bred 
man is this: ‘ One immediately attracts your liking, the other your 
aversion. You love the one till you find reason to hate him; you 
hate the other till you find reason to love him.” 

He seemed to take a pleasure in speaking in his own style; for 
when he had carelessly missed it, he would repeat the thought 
translated into it. ‘Talking of the Comedy of The Rehearsal, he 
said, ‘‘ It has not wit enough to keep it sweet.””’ This was easy ;— 
he therefore caught himself, and pronounced a more round sentence; 
“ It has not vitality enough to preserve it from putrefaction.” 


An Apology 

No man was more ready to make an apology when he had cen- 
sured unjustly, than Johnson. When a proof-sheet of one of his 
works was brought to him, he found fault with the mode in which 
a part of it was arranged, refused to read it, and in a passion desired 
that the compositor might be senttohim. ‘The compositor was Mr 
Manning, a decent sensible man, who had composed about one- 
half of his Dictionary, when in Mr Strahan’s printing-house ; and 
a great part of his Lives of the Poets, when in that of Mr Nichols ; 
and who (in his seventy-seventh year) when in Mr Baldwin’s print- 
ing-house, composed a part of the first edition of this work concern- 
ing him. By producing the manuscript, he at once satisfied Dr 
Johnson that he was not to blame. Upon which Johnson candidly 
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and earnestly said to him, “ Mr Compositor, I ask your pardon; Mr 
Compositor, I ask your pardon, again and again.” 


Johnson’s Humanity 

His generous humanity to the miserable was almost beyond 
example. The following instance is well attested : Coming home 
late one night, he found a poor woman lying in the street, so much 
exhausted that she could not walk ; he took her upon his back, and 
carried her to his house, where he discovered that she was one of 
those wretched females who had fallen into the lowest state of vice, 
poverty, and disease. Instead of harshly upbraiding her, he had her 
taken care of with all tenderness for a long time, at a considerable 
expense, till she was restored to health, and endeavoured to put her 
into a virtuous way of living. 

He once in his life was known to have uttered what is called a 
4ull: Sir Joshua Reynolds, when they were riding together in 
Devonshire, complained that he had a very bad horse, for that even 
when going downhill he moved slowly step by step. ‘“‘ Ay, (said 
Johnson) and when he gees uphill, he stands still.” 

Mr Steevens, who passed many a social hour with him during 
their long acquaintance, which commenced when they both lived 
in the Temple, has preserved a good number of particulars concern- 
ing him, most of which are to be found in the department of 
Apophthegms, etc. in the Collection of Fohmson’s Works. But 
he has been pleased to favour me with the following, which are 
original : 

** One evening, previous to the trial of Baretti, a consultation of 
his friends was held at the house of Mr Cox, the solicitor, in South- 
ampton Buildings, Chancery Lane. Among others present were 
Mr Burke and Dr Johnson, who differed in sentiments concerning 
the tendency of some part of the defence the prisoner was to make. 
When the meeting was over, Mr Steevens observed, that the ques- 
tion between him and his friend had been agitated with rather too 
much warmth. ‘ It may be so, Sir, (replied the Doctor,) for Burke 
and I should have been of one opinion, if we had had no audience.’ ” 


Johnson leads a Riot 

“‘Dr Johnson once assumed a character in which perhaps even 
Mr Boswell never saw him. His curiosity having been excited by 
the praises bestowed on the celebrated Torré’s fireworks at Mary- 
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lebone Gardens, he desired Mr Steevens to accompany him thither. 
The evening had proved showery; and soon after the few people 
present were assembled, public notice was given, that the conductors 
to the wheels, suns, stars, etc., were so thoroughly water-soaked, that 
it was impossible any part of the exhibition should be made. ‘ This 
is a mere excuse (says the Doctor,) to save their crackers for a more 
profitable company. Let us both hold up our sticks, and threaten 
to break those coloured lamps that surround the Orchestra, and we 
shall soon have our wishes gratified. ‘The core of the fireworks 
cannot be injured: let the different pieces be touched in their 
respective centres, and they will do their offices as well as ever.’— 
Some young men who overheard him, immediately began the 
violence he had recommended, and an attempt was speedily made 
to fire some of the wheels which appeared to have received the 
smallest damage ; but to little purpose were they lighted, for most of 
them completely failed—The author of The Rambler, however, 
may be considered, on this occasion, as the ringleader of a successful 
riot, though not asa skilful pyrotechnist.” 

“It has been supposed that Dr Johnson, so far as fashion was 
concerned, was careless of his appearance in public. But this is not 
altogether true, as the following slight instance may shew :—Gold- 
smith’s last Comedy was to be represented during some court- 
mourning ; and Mr Steevens appointed to call on Dr Johnson, and 
carry him to the tavern where he was to dine with others of the 
Poet’s friends. ‘The Doctor was ready dressed, but in coloured 
clothes ; yet being told that he would find every one else in black, 
received the intelligence with a profusion of thanks, hastened to 
change his attire, all the while repeating his gratitude for the infor- 
mation that had saved him from an appearance so improper in the 
front row ofa front box. ‘ I would not (added he,) for ten pounds, 
have seemed so retrograde to any general observance.’ ” 


“Mr John Milton ” 

“He would sometimes found his dislikes on very slender cir- 
cumstances. Happening one day to mention Mr Flexman, a dis- 
senting Minister, with some compliment to his exact memory in 
chronological matters ; the Doctor replied, ‘ Let me hear no more 
of him, Sir. That is the fellow who made the Index to my 
Ramblers, and set down the name of Milton thus :—Milton, Mr 
John.’ ” 
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Mr Steevens adds this testimony: “ It is unfortunate, however, 
for Johnson, that his particularities and frailties can be more dis- 
tinctly traced than his good and amiable exertions. Could the many 
bounties he studiously concealed, the many acts of humanity he 
performed in private, be displayed with equal circumstantiality, his 
defects would be so far lost in the blaze of his virtues, that the 
latter only would be regarded.” 


The Last Dinner at the Literary Club 

On Tuesday, June 22, I dined with him at THe Lirerary Crus, 
the last time of his being in that respectable society. ‘The other 
members present were the Bishop of St Asaph, Lord Eliot, Lord 
Palmerston, Dr Fordyce, and Mr Malone. He looked ill; but 
had such a manly fortitude, that he did not trouble the company 
with melancholy complaints. ‘They all shewed evident marks of 
kind concern about him, with which he was much pleased, and he 
exerted himself to be as entertaining as his indisposition allowed him. 


An Application to Lord Thurlow 

‘The anxiety of his friends to preserve so estimable a life, as long 
as human means might be supposed to have influence, made them 
plan for him a retreat from the severity of a British winter, to the 
mild climate of Italy. This scheme was at last brought to a serious 
resolution at General Paoli’s, where I had often talked of it. One 
essential matter, however, I understood was necessary to be pre- 
viously settled, which was obtaining such an addition to his income, 
as would be sufficient to enable him to defray the expense in a 
manner becoming the first literary character of a great nation, and, 
independent of all his other merits, the Author of Te Dictionary of 
the English Language. ‘The person to whom I above all others 
thought I should apply to negotiate this business, was the Lord 
Chancellor, because I knew that he highly valued Johnson, and that 
Johnson highly valued his Lordship ; so that it was no degradation 
of my illustrious friend to solicit for him the favour of such a man. 
I have mentioned what Johnson said of him to me when he was at 
the bar; and after his Lordship was advanced to the seals, he said 
of him, “I would prepare myself for no man in England but Lord 
Thurlow. When I am to meet with him, I should wish to know a 
day before.” How he would have prepared himself, I cannot con- 
jecture. Would he have selected certain topics, and considered 
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them in every view, so as to be in readiness to argue them at all 
points ? and what may we suppose those topics to have been? I 
once started the curious inquiry to the great man whowas the subject 
of this compliment: he smiled, but did not pursue it. 

I first consulted with Sir Joshua Reynolds, who perfectly coin- 
cided in opinion with me ; and I therefore, though personally very 
little known to his Lordship, wrote to him, stating the case, and 
requesting his good offices for Dr Johnson. I mentioned that I was 
obliged to set out for Scotland early in the following week, so that 
if his Lordship should have any commands for me as to this pious 
negotiation, he would be pleased to send them before that time ; 
otherwise Sir Joshua Reynolds would give all attention to it. 

This application was made not only without any suggestion on the 
part of Johnson himself, but was utterly unknown to him, nor had 
he the smallest suspicion of it. Any insinuations, therefore, which 
since his death have been thrown out, as if he had stooped to ask 
what was superfluous, are without any foundation. But, had he 
asked it, it would not have been superfluous ; for though the money 
he had saved proved to be more than his friends imagined, or than 
I believe he himself, in his carelessness concerning worldly matters 
knew it to be, had he travelled upon the Continent, an augmentation 
of his income would by no means have been unnecessary. 


At Sir Joshua Reynolds’ 

On Sunday, June 27, we dined at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, with 
General Paoli, Lord Eliot (formerly Mr Eliot, of Port Eliot,) Dr 
Beattie, and some other company. ‘Talking of Lord Chesterfield ; 
—Jounson : “‘ His manner was exquisitely elegant, and he had more 
knowledge than I expected.” Bosweti: “ Did you find, Sir, his 
conversation to be of a superior style?” Jounson: “‘ Sir, in the 
conversation which I had with him I had the best right to superio- 
rity, for it was upon philology and literature.” Lord Eliot, who 
had travelled at the same time with Mr Stanhope, Lord Chester- 
field’s natural son, justly observed, that it was strange that a man 
who shewed he had so much affection for his son as Lord Chester- 
field did, by writing so many long and anxious letters to him, almost 
all of them when he was Secretary of State, which certainly was a 
proof of great goodness of disposition, should endeavour to make his 
sonarascal. His lordship told us, that Foote had intended to bring 
on the stage a father who had thus tutored his son, and to shew the 
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sonan honest man to every one else, but practising his father’s maxims 
upon him, and cheating him. Jounson: “I am much pleased 
with this design ; but I think there was no occasion to make the son 
honest at all. No; he should be a consummate rogue: the con- 
trast between honesty and knavery would be the stronger. It 
should be contrived so, that the father should be the only sufferer 
by the son’s villainy, and thus there would be poetical justice.” 


Johnson sighs for Italy 

He now said, “‘ He wished much to go to Italy, and that he 
dreaded passing the winter in England.” I said nothing; but en- 
joyed a secret satisfaction in thinking that I had taken the most 
effectual measures to make such a scheme practicable. 

On Monday, June 28, I had the honour to receive from the 
Lord Chancellor the following letter : 


** ro JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 

** SIR, 

“T should have answered your letter immediately ; if (being 
much engaged when I received it) I had not put it in my pocket, and 
forgot to open it till this morning. 

“Tam much obliged to you for the suggestion, and I will adopt 
and press it as faras I can. ‘The best argument, I am sure, and I 
hope it is not likely to fail, is Dr Johnson’s merit.—But it will be 
necessary, if I should be so unfortunate as to miss seeing you, to con- 
verse with Sir Joshua on the sum it will be proper to ask,—in short, 
upon the means of setting him out. It would be a reflection on us 
all, if such a man should perish for want of the means to take care 
of his health. 

“‘ Yours, etc. 
“THURLOW ” 


This letter gave me a very high satisfaction; I next day went and 
shewed it to Sir Joshua Reynolds, who was exceedingly pleased with 
it. He thought that I should now communicate the negotiation to 
Dr Johnson, who might afterwards complain if the attention with 
which he had been honoured should be too long concealed from 
him. I intended to set out for Scotland next morning; but Sir 
Joshua cordially insisted that I should stay another day, that Johnson 
and I might dine with him, that we three might talk of his Italian 
Tour, and, as Sir Joshua expressed himself, “ have it all out.” I 
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hastened to Johnson, and was told by him that he was rather better 
to-day. Boswriz: “ I am very anxious about you, Sir, and par- 
ticularly that you should go to Italy for the winter, which I believe 
is your own wish.” Joxunson: “ It is, Sir”? Boswerr: “ You 
have no objection, I presume, but the money it would require.” 
Jounson: “ Why no, Sir.”—Upon which I gave him a particular 
account of what had been done, and read to him the Lord Chan- 
cellor’s letter. He listened with much attention; then warmly 
said, ‘‘ This is taking prodigious pains about a man.”—“ O, Sir (said 
I with most sincere affection,) your friends would do every thing for 
you.” He paused,—grew more and more agitated,—till tears 
started into his eyes, and he exclaimed with fervent emotion, “‘ Gop 
bless you all.” I was so affected that I also shed tears.—After a 
short silence, he renewed and extended his grateful benediction, 
‘* Gop bless you all, for Jesus Curist’s sake.” We both remained 
for some time unable to speak.—He rose suddenly and quitted the 
room, quite melted in tenderness. He staid but a short time, till he 
had recovered his firmness; soon after he returned I left him, hav- 
ing first engaged him to dine at Sir Joshua Reynolds’s next day.—I 
never was again under that roof, which I had so long reverenced. 


Boswell meets the Doctor for the Last Time 

On Wednesday, June 30, the friendly confidential dinner with 
Sir Joshua Reynolds took place, no other company being present. 
Had I known that this was the last time that I should enjoy in this 
world, the conversation of a friend whom I so much respected, and 
from whom I derived so much instruction and entertainment, I 
should have been deeply affected. When I now look back to it, I 
am vexed that a single word should have been forgotten. 

Both Sir Joshua and I were so sanguine in our expectations, that 
we expatiated with confidence on the liberal provision which we 
were sure would be made for him, conjecturing whether muni- 
ficence would be displayed in one large donation, or in an ample 
increase of his pension. He himself catched so much of our en- 
thusiasm, as to allow himself to suppose it not impossible that our 
hopes might in one way or other be realised. He said that he would 
rather have his pension doubled than a grant of a thousand pounds ; 
“ For (said he), though probably I may not live to receive as much 
as a thousand pounds, a man would have the consciousness that he 
should pass the remainder of his life in splendour, how long soever 
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it might be.” Considering what a moderate proportion an income 
of six hundred pounds a year bears to innumerable fortunes in this 
country, it is worthy of remark, that a man so truly great should 
think it splendour. 

As an instance of extraordinary liberality of friendship, he told 
us, that Dr Brocklesby had upon this occasion offered him a hundred 
a year for his life. A grateful tear started into his eye, as he spoke 
this in a faltering tone. 

Sir Joshua and I endeavoured to flatter his imagination with 
agreeable prospects of happiness in Italy. “* Nay (said he,) I must 
not expect much of that; when a man goes to Italy merely to feel 
how he breathes the air, he can enjoy very little.” 

Our conversation turned upon living in the country, which 
Johnson, whose melancholy mind required the dissipation of quick 
successive variety, had habituated himself to consider as a kind of 
mental imprisonment. “ Yet, Sir (said I,) there are many people 
who are content to live in the country.” Jounson: “ Sir, it is in 
the intellectual world as in the physical world: we are told by 
natural philosophers that a body is at rest in the place that is fit for 
it; they who are content to live in the country, are fit for the 
country.” 


Of Refinement of Taste 

Talking of various enjoyments, I argued that a refinement of 
taste was a disadvantage, as they who have attained to it must be 
seldomer pleased than those who have no nice discrimination, and 
are therefore satisfied with every thing that comes in their way. 
Jounson: “‘ Nay, Sir; that is a paltry notion. Endeavour to be 
as perfect as you can in every respect.” 

I accompanied him in Sir Joshua Reynolds’s coach, to the entry 
of Bolt Court. He asked me whether I would not go with him to 
his house ; I declined it, from an apprehension that my spirits would 
sink. We bade adieu to each other affectionately in the carriage. 
When he had got down upon the foot-pavement, he called out, 
“Fare you well”; and without looking back, sprung away with a 
kind of pathetic briskness, if I may use that expression, which 
seemed to indicate a struggle to conceal uneasiness, and impressed 
me with a foreboding of our long, long separation. 

I remained one day more in town, to have the chance of talking 
over my negotiation with the Lord Chancellor ; but the multiplicity 


286 THE LIFE OF DR JOHNSON [1784 . 


of his Lordship’s important engagements did not allow of it; so I 
left the management of the business in the hands of Sir Joshua 
Reynolds. 


Fate of ‘‘ the Pious Negotiation ” 

Having left the pious negotiation, as I called it, in the best hands, 
I shall here insert what relates to it. Johnson wrote to Sir Joshua 
Reynolds on July 6, as follows : “ Iam going, I hope, in a few days, 
to try the air of Derbyshire, but hope to see you before I go. Let 
me, however, mention to you what I have much at heart.—If the 
Chancellor should continue his attention to Mr Boswell’s request, 
and confer with you on the means of relieving my languid state, I 
am very desirous to avoid the appearance of asking money upon 
false pretences. I desire you to represent to his Lordship, what, 
as soon as it is suggested, he will perceive to be reasonable,—That, 
if I grow much worse, I shall be afraid to leave my physicians, to 
suffer the inconveniences of travel, and pine in the solitude of a 
foreign country ;—That if I grow much better, of which indeed 
there is now little appearance, I shall not wish to leave my friends 
and my domestic comforts; for I do not travel for pleasure or curio- 
sity ; yet if I should recover, curiosity would revive-—In my pre- 
sent state, I am desirous to make a struggle for a little longer life, 
and hope to obtain some help from a softer climate. Do for me 
what you can.” He wrote to me July 26: “I wish your affairs 
could have permitted a longer and continued exertion of your 
zeal and kindness. They that have your kindness may want your 
ardour. In the mean time I am very feeble, and very dejected.” 

By a letter from Sir Joshua Reynolds, I was informed, that the 
Lord Chancellor had called on him, and had acquainted him that 
the application had not been successful ; but that his Lordship, after 
speaking highly in praise of Johnson, as a man who was an honour 
to his country, desired Sir Joshua to let him know, that on granting 
‘a mortgage of his pension, he should draw on his Lordship to the 
amount of five or six hundred pounds; and that his Lordship ex- 
plained the meaning of the mortgage to be, that he wished the 
business to be conducted in such a manner, that Dr Johnson should 
appear to be under the least possible obligation. Sir Joshua men- 
tioned, that he had by the same post communicated all this to Dr 
Johnson. 
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Johnson’s Letter to Lord Thurlow 

How Johnson was affected upon the occasion will appear from 
what he wrote to Sir Joshua Reynolds : 

Ashbourne, Sept. 9. “‘ Many words I hope are not necessary 
between you and me, to convince you what gratitude is excited in 
my heart by the Chancellor’s liberality, and your kind offices. 


“T have enclosed a letter to the Chancellor, which, when you 
have read it, you will be pleased to seal with a head, or any other 
general seal, and convey it to him: had I sent it directly to him, I 
should have seemed to overlook the favour of your intervention.” 


“TO THE LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR 

** My Lorn, 

“ After a long and not inattentive observation of mankind, the 
generosity of your Lordship’s offer raises in me not less wonder than 
gratitude. Bounty, so liberally bestowed, I should gladly receive, if 
my condition made it necessary; for to sucha mind, who would not 
be proud to own his obligations? But it has pleased Gop to restore 
me to so great a measure of health, that if I should now appropriate 
so much of a fortune destined to do good, I could not escape from 
myself the charge of advancing a false claim. My journey to the 
continent, though I once thought it necessary, was never much 
encouraged by my physicians; and I was very desirous that your 
Lordship should be told of it by Sir Joshua Reynolds, as an event 
very uncertain ; for if I grew much better, I should not be willing, 
if much worse, not able, to migrate. Your Lordship was first soli- 
cited without my knowledge ; but, when I was told that you were 
pleased to honour me with your patronage, I did not expect to hear 
of a refusal; yet, as I have had no long time to brood hope, and 
have not rioted in imaginary opulence, this cold reception has been 
scarce a disappointment; and, from your Lordship’s kindness, I 
have received a benefit, which only men like you are able to bestow. 
I shall now live mii carior, with a higher opinion of my own merit. 

“Tam, my Lord, 
“Your Lordship’s most obliged 
“ Most grateful, and 
** Most humble servant, 
“Sam. JOHNSON 
“‘September, 1784” 
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Upon this unexpected failure I abstain from presuming to make 
any remarks, or to offer any conjectures. 


Last Letters 
Next day he set out on a jaunt to Staffordshire and Derbyshire, 
flattering himself that he might be in some degree relieved. 
During his absence from London he kept up a correspondence 
with several of his friends, from which I shall select what appears 
to me proper for publication, without attending nicely to chrono- 
logical order. 


““The Town is my Element” 

To Dr Brocxtessy, he writes, Ashbourne, October 25. ‘‘ You 
write to me with a zeal that animates, and a tenderness that melts 
me. Iam not afraid either of a journey to London, or a residence 
in it. I came down with little fatigue, and am now not weaker. 
In the smoky atmosphere I was delivered from the dropsy, which I 
considered as the original and radical disease. The town is my 
element ; there are my friends, there are my books, to which I have 
not yet bid farewell, and there are my amusements. Sir Joshua 
told me long ago, that my vocation was to public life, and I hope 
still to keep my station, till God shall bid me Go iz peace.” 

To Dr Burney, August 2. ‘‘’The weather, you know, has not 
been balmy ; I am now reduced to think, and am at last content to 
talk of the weather. Pride must have a fall—I have lost dear Mr 
Allen ; and wherever I turn, the dead or the dying meet my notice, 
and force my attention upon misery and mortality. Mrs Burney’s 
escape from so much danger, and her ease after so much pain, throws, 
however, some radiance of hope upon the gloomy prospect. May 
her recovery be perfect, and her continuance long. I struggle 
hard for life. I take physic, and take air ; my friend’s chariot is 
always ready. We have run this morning twenty-four miles, and 
could run forty-eight more. But who can run the race with death 2” 

To Sir Josnua Reynoxps. Ashbourne, July 21. “The tender- 
ness with which I am treated by my friends, make it reasonable to 
suppose that they are desirous to know the state of my health, and 
a desire so benevolent ought to be gratified.—I came to Lichfield 
in two days without any painful fatigue, and on Monday came 
hither, where I purpose to stay and try what air and regularity will 
effect. I cannot yet persuade myself that I have made much progress 
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in recovery. My sleep is little, my breath is very much encum- 
bered, and my legs are very weak. The water has increased a little, 
but has again run off. ‘The most distressing symptom is want of 
sleep.” 


A Last Visit to Lichfield 

We now behold Johnson for the last time in his native city, for 
which he ever retained a warm affection. While here, he felt a 
revival of all the tenderness of filial affection, an instance of which 
appeared in his ordering the grave-stone and inscription over 
Elizabeth Blaney to be substantially and carefully renewed. 

To Mr Henry White, a young clergyman, with whom he now 
formed an intimacy, so as to talk to him with great freedom, he 
mentioned that he could not in general accuse himself of having 
been an undutifulson. “ Once, indeed, (said he) I was disobedient ; 
I refused to attend my father to Uttoxeter market. Pride was 
the source of that refusal, and the remembrance of it was painful. 
A few years ago I desired to atone for this fault; I went to 
Uttoxeter in very bad weather, and stood for a considerable time 
bareheaded in the rain, on the spot where my father’s stall used 
to stand. In contrition I stood, and I hope the penance was 
expiatory.” 


Birmingham and Oxford 

From Lichfield he came to Birmingham, where he passed a few 
days with his worthy old schoolfellow, Mr Hector. 

Johnson then proceeded to Oxford, where he was again kindly 
received by Doctor Adams, who was pleased to give me the follow- 
ing account in one of his letters (Feb. 17th, 1785 :) “ His last visit 
was, I believe, to my house, which he left, after a stay of four or five 
days. We had much serious talk together, for which I ought to 
be the better as long as I live.” 


The Last Illness 

Soon after Johnson’s return to the metropolis, both the asthma 
and dropsy became more violent and distressful. He had for some 
time kept a journal in Latin of the state of his illness, and the 
remedies which he used, under the title of Agri Ephemeris, which 
he began on the 6th of July, but continued it no longer than the 
8th of November ; finding, I suppose, that it was a mournful and 
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unavailing register. It is in my possession; and is written with 
great care and accuracy. 

Still his love of literature did not fail. A very few days before 
his death he transmitted to his friend Mr John Nichols, a list of the 
authors of the Uziversa/ History, mentioning their several shares in 
that work. It has, according to his direction, been deposited in the 
British Museum, and is printed in the Gentleman’s Magazine for 
December, 1784. 

During his sleepless nights he amused himself by translating into 
Latin verse, from the Greek, many of the epigrams in the Azthologia. 
These translations, with some other poems by him in Latin, he gave 
to his friend Mr Langton, who, having added a few notes, sold them 
to the booksellers for a small sum to be given to some of Johnson’s 
relations, which was accordingly done ; and they are printed in the 
collection of his works. 

Johnson’s affection for his departed relations seemed to grow 
warmer as he approached nearer to the time when he might hope to 
seethemagain. It probably appeared to him that he should upbraid 
himself with unkind inattention, were he to leave the world without 
having paid a tribute of respect to their memory. 


‘* TO MR GREEN, APOTHECARY, AT LICHFIELD 


“Dear Sir, 

‘“‘T have enclosed the Epitaph for my Father, Mother, and 
Brother, to be all engraved on the large size, and laid in the middle 
aisle in St Michael’s Church, which I request the clergyman and 
churchwardens to permit. 

“The first care must be to find the exact place of interment, that 
the stone may protect the bodies. ‘Then let the stone be deep, 
massy, and hard; and do not let the difference of ten pounds, or 
more, defeat our purpose. 

“ T have enclosed ten pounds, and Mrs Porter will pay you ten 
more, which I gave her for the same purpose. What more is 
wanted shall be sent ; and I beg that all possible haste may be made, 
for I wish to have it done while Iam yet alive. Let me know, dear 
Sir, that you receive this. 

“I am, Sir, 
“Your most humble servant, 


66 S 
“Dec. 2, 1784” AM. JOHNSON 
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It is not my intention to give a very minute detail of the particu- 
lars of Johnson’s remaining days, of whom it was now evident, that 
the crisis was fast approaching, when he must “ die /ike men, and fall 
like one of the princes.’ Yet it will be instructive, so well as gratify- 
ing to the curiosity of my readers, to record a few circumstances, 
on the authenticity of which they may perfectly rely, as I have been 
at the utmost pains to obtain an accurate account of his last illness, 
from the best authority. 

Dr Heberden, Dr Brocklesby, Dr Warren, and Dr Butter, 
physicians, generously attended him, without accepting any fees, as 
did Mr Cruikshank, surgeon ; and all that could be done from pro- 
fessional skill and ability was tried, to prolong a life so truly valuable. 
He himself, indeed, having, on account of his very bad constitution, 
been perpetually applying himself to medical inquiries, united his 
own efforts with those of the gentlemen who attended him; and 
imagining that the dropsical collection of water which oppressed 
him might be drawn off by making incisions in his body, he, with 
his usual resolute defiance of pain, cut deep, when he thought that 
his surgeon had done it too tenderly. 

About eight or ten days before his death, when Dr Brocklesby 
paid him his morning visit, he seemed very low and desponding, and 
said, “ I have been as a dying man all night.” He then emphatic- 
ally broke out in the words of Shakspeare,— 

“ Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’d ; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 


Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart ? ” 


To which Dr Brocklesby readily answered, from the same great poet : 


ss therein the patient 
Must minister to himself.” 


Johnson expressed himself much satisfied with the application. 


The Doctor’s Will 

Having no other relations, it had been for some time Johnson’s in- 
tention to makea liberal provision for his faithful servant, Mr Francis 
Barber, whom he looked upon as particularly under his protection, 
and whom he had allalong treated truly asan humble friend. Hav- 
ing asked Dr Brocklesby what would be a proper annuity to a 
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favourite servant, and being answered that it must depend on the 
circumstances of the master; and that, in the case of a nobleman, 
fifty pounds a year was considered as an adequate reward for many 
years’ faithful service ;—‘‘ Then (said Johnson,) shall I be zobi/is- 
simus, for | mean to leave Frank seventy pounds a year, and I desire 
you to tell him so.” It is strange, however, to think, that Johnson 
was not free from that general weakness of being averse to execute 
a will, so that he delayed it from time to time; and had it not been 
for Sir John Hawkins’s repeatedly urging it, I think it is probable 
that his kind resolution would not have been fulfilled. 

The consideration of numerous papers of which he was possessed, 
seems to have struck Johnson’s mind, with a sudden anxiety, and as 
they were in great confusion, it is much to be lamented that he had 
not intrusted some faithful and discreet person with the care and 
selection of them; instead of which, he, in a precipitate manner, 
burnt large masses of them, with little regard, as I apprehend, to 
discrimination. Not that I suppose we have thus been deprived of 
any compositions which he had ever intended for the public eye ; 
but from what escaped the flames, I judge that many curious cir- 
cumstances relating both to himself and other literary characters, 
have perished. 

Two very valuable articles, I am sure, we have lost, which were 
two quarto volumes, containing a full, fair, and most particular 
account of his own life, from his earliest recollection. I owned to 
him, that having accidentally seen them, I had read a great deal in 
them; and apologizing for the liberty I had taken, asked him if I could 
help it. He placidly answered, “ Why, Sir, I do not think you 
could have helped it.” I said that I had, for once in my life, felt half 
an inclination to commit theft. It had come into my mind to carry 
off those two volumes, and never see him more. Upon my inquir- 
ing how this would have affected him, “ Sir, (said he,) I believe I 
should have gone mad.” 

During his last illness, Johnson experienced the steady and kind 
attachment of his numerous friends. Mr Langton informs me, 
that, “‘ one day he found Mr Burke and four or five more friends 
sitting with Johnson. Mr Burke said to him, ‘ I am afraid, Sir, such 
a number of us may be oppressive to you.’—‘ No, Sir (said Johnson,) 
it is not so; and I must be in a wretched state, indeed, when your 
company would not bea delight tome.’ Mr Burke, in a tremulous 
voice, expressive of being very tenderly affected, replied, ‘ My dear 
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Sir, you have always been too good to me.’ Immediately after- 
wards he went away. This was the last circumstance in the 
acquaintance of these two eminent men.” 

Mr Windham having placed a pillow conveniently to support 
him, he thanked him for his kindness, and said, “That will do,— 
all that a pillow can do.” 

Having, as has been already mentioned, made his will on the 8th 
and 9th of December, and settled all his worldly affairs, he languished 
till Monday, the 13th of that month, when he expired, about seven 
o’clock in the evening, with so little apparent pain, that his attend- 
ants hardly perceived when his dissolution took place. 


Last Moments 

Of his last moments, my brother, Thomas David, has furnished 
me with the following particulars : 

“The Doctor, from the time that he was certain his death was 
near, appeared to be perfectly resigned, was seldom or never fretful 
or out of temper, and often said to his faithful servant, who gave me 
this account, ‘ Attend, Francis, to the salvation of your soul, which 
is the object of greatest importance’: he also explained to him 
passages in the scripture, and seemed to have pleasure in talking 
upon religious subjects. 

“On Monday, the 13th of December, the day on which he died, 
a Miss Morris, daughter to a particular friend of his, called, and 
said to Francis, that she begged to be permitted to see the Doctor, 
that she might earnestly request him to give her his blessing. Francis 
went into his room, followed by the young lady, and delivered the 
message. The Doctor turned himself in the bed, and said, ‘ Gop 
bless you, my dear!’ ‘These were the last words he spoke.—His 
difficulty of breathing increased till about seven o’clock in the even- 
ing, when Mr Barber and Mrs Desmoulins, who were sitting in the 
room, observing that the noise he made in breathing had ceased, 
went to the bed, and found he was dead.” 


Buried in Westminster Abbey 

A few days before his death, he had asked Sir John Hawkins, as 
one of his executors, where he should be buried; and on being 
answered, “ Doubtless in Westminster Abbey,” seemed to feel a 
satisfaction very natural to a poet; and indeed in my opinion very 
natural to every man of any imagination, who has no family 
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sepulchre in which he can be laid with his fathers. Accordingly 
upon Monday, December 20, his remains were deposited in that 
noble and renowned edifice; and over his grave was placed a 
large blue flag-stone, with this inscription : 
SAMUEL JoHNSON, LL.D. 
Obiit x111 die Decembris 
Anno Domini 


M. DCC. LXXXIV. 
Astatis su@ LXXV. 


His funeral was attended by a respectable number of his friends, 
particularly such of the members of rue Lirerary CLuB as were 
then in town; and was also honoured with the presence of several 
of the Reverend Chapter of Westminster. Mr Burke, Sir Joseph 
Banks, Mr Windham, Mr Langton, Sir Charles Bunbury, and Mr 
Colman, bore his pall. His schoolfellow, Dr Taylor, performed 
the mournful office of reading the burial service. 

I trust I shall not be accused of affectation, when I declare, that 
I find myself unable to express all that I felt upon the loss of such a 
“* Guide, Philosopher, and Friend.” I shall, therefore, not say one 
word of my own, but adopt those of an eminent friend, which he 
uttered with an abrupt felicity, superior to all studied compositions : 
—“ He has made a chasm, which not only nothing can fill up, but 
which nothing has a tendency to fill up.—Johnson is dead.—Let us 
go to the next best ; there is nobody ; no man can be said to put you 
in mind of Johnson.” 


Appearance and Character 

The character of Samuet Jounson has, I trust, been so developed 
in the course of this work, that they who have honoured it with a 
perusal, may be considered as well acquainted with him. As, how- 
ever, it may be expected that I should collect into one view the 
capital and distinguishing features of this extraordinary man, I shall 
endeavour to acquit myself of that part of my biographical under- 
taking, however difficult it may be to do that which many of my 
readers will do better for themselves. 

His figure was large and well formed, and his countenance of the 
cast of an ancient statue; yet his appearance was rendered strange 
and somewhat uncouth, by convulsive cramps, by the scars of that 
distemper which it was once imagined the royal touch could cure, 
and by a slovenly mode of dress. He had the use only of one eye ; 
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yet so much does mind govern and even supply the deficiency of 
organs, that his visual perceptions, as far as they extended, were 
uncommonly quick and accurate. So morbid was his tempera- 
ment that he never knew the natural joy of a free and vigorous 
use of his limbs : when he walked, it was like the struggling gait of 
one in fetters ; when he rode, he had no command or direction of 
his horse, but was carried as ifin a balloon. ‘That with his consti- 
tution and habits of life he should have lived seventy-five years, is a 
proof that an inherent vivida vis is a powerful preservative of the 
human frame. 

Manis, in general, made up of contradictory qualities ; and these 
will ever shew themselves in strange succession, where a consistency 
in appearance at least, if not reality, has not been attained by 
long habits of philosophical discipline. In proportion to the native 
vigour of the mind, the contradictory qualities will be the more pro- 
minent, and more difficult to be adjusted ; and, therefore, we are 
not to wonder, that Johnson exhibited an eminent example of this 
remark which I have made upon human nature. At different times, 
he seemed a different man, in some respects ; not, however, in any 
great or essential article, upon which he had fully employed his 
mind, and settled certain principles of duty, but only in his manners, 
and in the display of argument and fancy in his talk. He was prone 
to superstition, but not to credulity. Though his imagination 
might incline him to a belief of the marvellous and the mysterious, 
his vigorous reason examined the evidence with jealousy. He was 
a sincere and zealous Christian, of high Church of England and 
monarchical principles, which he would not tamely suffer to be 
questioned ; and had, perhaps, at an early period, narrowed his 
mind somewhat too much, both as to religion and politics. His 
being impressed with the danger of extreme latitude in either, 
though he was of a very independent spirit, occasioned his appear- 
ing somewhat unfavourable to the prevalence of that noble freedom 
of sentiment which is the best possession of man. Nor can it be 
denied, that he had many prejudices ; which, however, frequently 
suggested many of his pointed sayings, that rather shew a playfulness 
of fancy than any settled malignity. He was steady and inflexible 
in maintaining the obligations of religion and morality ; both froma 
regard for the order of society, and from a veneration for the Great 
Source of all order ; correct, nay stern in his taste; hard to please, 
and easily offended; impetuous and irritable in his temper, but 
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of a most humane and benevolent heart, which shewed itself not 
only in a most liberal charity, as far as his circumstances would allow, 
but in a thousand instances of active benevolence. He was afflicted 
with a bodily disease which made him often restless and fretful ; 
and with a constitutional melancholy, the clouds of which darkened 
the brightness of his fancy, and gave a gloomy cast to his whole 
course of thinking : we, therefore, ought not to wonder at his sallies 
of impatience and passion at any time ; especially when provoked by 
obtrusive ignorance, or presuming petulance; and allowance must 
be made for his uttering hasty and satirical sallies even against his 
best friends. And, surely, when it is considered, that, ‘‘ amidst 
sickness and sorrow,” he exerted his faculties in so many works for 
the benefit of mankind, and particularly that he achieved the great 
and admirable Dictionary of our language, we must be astonished 
at his resolution. "The solemn text, “‘ of him to whom much is 
given, much will be required,” seems to have been ever present to 
his mind, in a rigorous sense, and to have made him dissatisfied with 
his labours and acts of goodness, however comparatively great so 
that the unavoidable consciousness of his superiority was, in that 
respect, a cause of disquiet. He suffered so much from this, and 
from the gloom which perpetually haunted him, and made solitude 
frightful, that it may be said of him, “ If in this life only he had 
hope, he was of all men most miserable.” He loved praise, when 
it was brought to him; but was too proud to seek for it. He was 
somewhat susceptible of flattery. As he was general and uncon- 
fined in his studies, he cannot be considered as master of any one 
particular science; but he had accumulated a vast and various 
collection of learning and knowledge, which was so arranged in his 
mind, as to be ever in readiness to be brought forth. But his 
superiority over other learned men consisted chiefly in what may be 
called the art of thinking, the art of using his mind; a certain con- 
tinual power of seizing the useful substance of all that he knew, and 
exhibiting it in a clear and forcible manner ; so that knowledge, 
which we often see to be no better than lumber in men of dull 
understanding, was, in him, true, evident, and actual wisdom. His 
moral precepts are practical; for they are drawn from an intimate 
acquaintance with human nature. His maxims carry convictions; 
for they are founded on the basis of common sense, and a very atten- 
tive and minute survey of real life. His mind was so full of imagery 
that he might have been perpetually a poet; yet it is remarkable, 
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that, however rich his prose is in this respect, his poetical pieces, in 
general, have not much of that splendour, but are rather distin- 
guished by strong sentiment, and acute observation, conveyed in 
harmonious and energetic verse, particularly in heroic couplets. 
Though usually grave, and even awful in his deportment, he 
possessed uncommon and peculiar powers of wit and humour; 
he frequently indulged himself in colloquial pleasantry; and the 
heartiest merriment was often enjoyed in his company ; with this 
great advantage, that it was entirely free from any poisonous tincture 
of vice or impiety, it was salutary to those who shared in it. He 
had accustomed himself to such accuracy in his common conversa- 
tion, that he at all times expressed his thoughts with great force, and 
an elegant choice of language, the effect of which was aided by his 
having a loud voice, and a slow deliberate utterance. In him were 
united a most logical head with a most fertile imagination, which 
gave him an extraordinary advantage in arguing: for he could 
reason close or wide, as he saw best for the moment. Exulting in 
his intellectual strength and dexterity, he could, when he pleased, 
be the greatest sophist that ever contended in the lists of declama- 
tion ; and, from a spirit of contradiction and a delight in shewing 
his powers, he would often maintain the wrong side with equal 
warmth and ingenuity; so that, when there was an audience, his 
real opinions could seldom be gathered from his talk ; though when 
he was in company with a single friend, he would discuss a subject 
with genuine fairness; but he was too conscientious to make error 
permanent and pernicious, by deliberately writing it; and, in all 
his numerous works, he earnestly inculcated what appeared to him 
to be the truth; his piety being constant, and the ruling principle 
of all his conduct. 

Such was SaMuEL JoHNson, a man whose talents, acquirements, 
and virtues, were so extraordinary, that the more his character is con- 
sidered, the more he will be regarded by the present age, and by 
posterity, with admiration and reverence. 
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